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Advertiſement. 


URIOSITY is the moſt preva- 

lent of all our paſſions; and the 
curioſity for reading letters, is the moſt 
prevalent of all kinds of curioſity. Had 
any man in the three kingdoms found 
the following letters, directed, ſealed, 
and adorned with poſt - marks, — pro- 
vided he could have done it honeſtly— 


he would have read every one of them; 
or, had they been uſhered into the 


world, from Mr. Flexney's ſhop, in that 


manner, they would have been boughtup 


with the greateſt avidity. As they really 
once had all the advantages of conceal- 
ment, we hope their preſent more con- 
ſpicuous form will not tend to diminiſh 
their merit. They have made ourſelves 
laugh; we hope they will have the fame 


effect upon other people. 
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LETTER L 


. . ve 
Dexr Enaxmnny * qr 


O ne \Gremoyeit 


5 drew? How goes it with the elegant gentle 
Lady A7 che lovely ſighing Lady J—? and 
how, O how does that glorious luminary Lady 
B — do? You ſee I retain my uſual volatility, 
The Boſwells, you know, came over from Nor- 
mandy, with William the Conqueror, and foms 
of us poſſeſs the ſpirit of our anceſtors the French. 
I do for one. A pleaſant ſpirit it is. Vive la Bas 
yatelle, is the maxim. A light heart may bid de- 
fiance to fortune. And yet, Erſkine, I muſt tell 
you, that I have been a little penſive of late, 
amorouſly penſive, and diſpoſed to read Shenſtoneꝰs 


Paſtoral on Abſence, the tenderneſs and ſimplicity 


of which I greatly admire, A man who is in love 
B 


- 
W — — — — 


hand. How is my honeſt Captain An- 


2 LE Tt 1 I 
is like.a man who. has got the tooth- ach, he feels 
moſt acute pain while nobody pitys him. In that 
ſituation am I at preſent ; but well do I know that 
Iwill not be long fo. So much for inconſtancy. 
As this is my firſt epiſtle to you, it cannot in 

cendy be a long one. Pray write to me ſod 
Your letters, I will entertain me not a 
little; and will beides be extremely ſerviceable in 
miny/importint miete. They will ſupply me 
with oil to my lamps, greaſe to my] whicels, hnd 
blacking to my [u, They will furniſh me with 
ſtrings to ny fiddle, laſhes to my whip, lining to 
my dreeched, ahd/Vujttons to my et. They will 
make charming (urs; excellent knee buckles, and 
I all neither want: dreakfuſt, dinner, nor ſupper, 
Tall keep u couple of hofſes, and I hall ſleep 
apon i bed of down. I Sal be d France this year, 
and in Spain the next 3 with many other particular 
tod teilious to mention. You ma take me in a 
— — L woyld. rather e to 
mt. 1 
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wowy, i n Vour eee. 


James Bosw ELT. 
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307 461 167 ben h 914 51 
— — 
The fainting riſe reluenes het finking kam. 
Behold how high the tow ring blaze aſpires, © = 
Wulle fancy's waving pirtions fur niyfites! | 1 
Swells the full ſong?” it fwells done from tees,” 
Boine ſpar of uf bright genius fiese, u mu 
© But ſoftly; Sir," 1 hear you ery de We 
© Thils wild bombaſt is rather dy? 
© Thats your en fig gy 
That fullen Ratks'in lines fo'long'y | 
Come, bee u Ban ines, d Be, 1 
« Or, ke oi friend Airchinlect the eats, "rf 
A Poet, Sir, whoſe fame Is to ſupport. 
Milt ner write verſes ripping pert ant hart ** 
Who ever ſaw a judge himſelf diſgrace,” - * 
trotting to the bench with haſty pace? 
I ſwear, dear Sir, pers ntl 1 ths e 


„ 


| © 0 make u Ine that's good, Tay James, make it 


long. 


You ſee, Sir, I have quite the beſt of the ar- 
and indeed I was determined not to give 
B 2 
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* 
s id _— 
P "os 
2 - 


4 LETTER ID. 
it up, till you acknowledged yourſelf rangi; ; 
ſo to yerſe I go again, t tooth and nail. | 


4 


eee 

Of fighting heroes, and their great rewards! 
Our eyes behold you glow with martial flame, 
Our ears attend the never - ceaſing them. 
Faſt from your tongue the rouſing accents flow, | 


And horrox,datkens. on your fable brow ! | 


We tear the thunder of the rolling war, 
een er Mr 


Von kind! Wee des Galt ud, 


Ant {aaa d in & the ® Soaping-Club 1 
Where evry Tueſday eve our cars are bleſt 
With genuine hum6ur, and with genuine jeſt : 


The voice of mirth aſcends the lining fey, 


"While, ſoap his own beard every man, you ery. 
Say, Who could'e'er indulge a yawn or nap, 


| When en ſnip, and ? Bainbridge 


"ſnap?" 


: Tel ne how I your favour gy return 3 
With chankfulneſs and gratitude I burn. 


The Soaping-Club—4 'Club in Edinburgh, the motto of 
dp" ——— his on Beard g or, Every Man 
© indulge his own Humour. eee 
Snip, Snap, Snorum. ; 
* Barclay and Bainbridge, two members of this Club, 


LETTER, I. | $ 


ve one advice, oh | take it I implore ! , MH" 
2 untrodden ſhore z 1580 AD 
There ſeek ſome vaſt Savannah rude, and wild, 
Where Europe's ſons of laughter vor de, 
With fend-liks arts inſdious/to. betray... ... *Y 
The ſooty natives as a lawful prey. * 16 n 
At you th aſtoniſh d ona Pa. 8 
And hail you as a God, and call Jou fair Matin 
Your blooming beauty ſhall unrivall'd ine, 
* phat e 's whiteneſs yield to thine. 
7 4 g e 
— 5 333 
It was you who firſt made me thoroughly ſenſible 
(indeed I very readily believ ꝗ it), of the execliencies 
of my awn Poetry ; and about that time, I made 
two wonderful diſcoveries, to wit, that you was 
a ſenſible man, and that I, was a good poet; diſ- 
coveties; which I. dare, ſay are yet doubted hy 
ſome incredulous people, Boſwelly; 1. ſhall apt 


praiſe your Letter, becauſe I know. you, haye, an 


averſion at being thought a genius, or a wit. 
The —— with . 


eee eee eee m mes 
1 inſtead —— oak init wap Ns 1 
' plexion, "4 „e * 
B 3 1 ttt” a 1 


irn n 

which you always aſſume upon that oceaſion, are 
convincing proofs of this Wſertion. | You hate flat- 
tery dee; bur in ear of your” cord 7" malt tell 
you, that you ate the beſt Poet, and the moſt 
humourous” Teltet-writer I knew and that Fr 
have a finer cottiplexion; and dance bettet 
any man of my athualntiince.' For my patt, J 
actually tlinle you D] mae an excellent cham- 
pion' af the ApfνiY,mtg eornarlon. What tho? 
malevolent ertics may ſay you are too little, yet 
you are a Briareus in compariſon of Tydeus the 
Hero of Statius d Thebais f and if he was not a 
warrior, then am I Aridrew ' Erſkine, "lieutenant 
in the 4 it tegiment, blind of one eye, hump- 
back d, and lame in both legs, ' We alt tired fo 
much of the Highlands, that we. had' not been 
Lady B & gene 1 Viſiting, and the reſt of us 
are come to Kelly, It was moſt unaccountable in 
me to leave Ne-. Tarbut; for n where will you 
meet with ſuch fine ingredients for poetieal de- 
Feription, However, We are all going back again 
when Mr. M. comes from London; fo ſome 
time in October you may expect a moſt cordial 
invitatlon,” This is all at preſent (according to 
the ſimple but eloquent expreffion of the vulgar) 
from your ſincere friend, 


Anparw ERSsK INE. 


mr I > +4 A. ** 
925 — n kee AUO WE rats {47456 
4 pM» E VP TV BY Ie Hors 

d don dv es) N WU 47 | 
Sor lt tas 68817 


| Yourmipr dra, and make em july . 
To uſe a wulgar- phraſe, a h Y 
Or (art Epiſtica, Fables, — Gag 
Allput — 
Or ben yaur et plaintive.muſer does figh, 
. Add elegiac ſunina yo hahn Dt t 2 7 

Or — — — he 801 
Which guingas licinga. 40. Nanaldſan by ſcares ; 

Acceptꝭ tg thanks of , n e, 4 
Accept ſgreſt thayks for. ann pigh, + Þ | 

For dw — — = 

Of your nia latter aided by the Nina. 
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— 
Ih I miez Mi n r 1 147 N 
See ham te writ in N I AM e 

Of which/ia all gand critics you may d 
Who haye gbtain'd eulagiums rn 
Say, gon ß my, riding lings at loa pretend, __ 
r treit . 


34 Won! or moy? 
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| 3-4 
. 1 HR m. : 
Have I not now your path of numbers trode, 


From homely eclogus up to lofty ode? 
You ſay, to write long lines I am not able, 


No more than Fairy Queen to work a cable; 


But wait with patience-and I' make you own © 
With your on weapons Lhave knock'd you down, 
Knock down perhaps too clumſy may: appear,” . 
And ſound but roughly in a ſoldjer's ear 3 
And why-for this of weapons ſhould I vaunt. 
Which like the raaor keeneſt ſharpneſs want; 
Sufficient weight till ſerve, tho ne er ſo dull? . 
To this Lanſwer, grumble as vou may, ! 
To uſe tha readieft word vas ſtill my way 
Of Auchimleck che cutler much you talkꝛ 
And think hy that my vanity to baz; 
But, Sir, remember we as ſurely know 


Compare the trades, thou mighty ſom of war!? 
To point my oouplet take the welldknown Mar; 
A—— the moſt of all their lineage trace: * 5 

Compare the trades of copperſmith and cutler, 
Does not the laſt excel as colonel, Sutler? x» 


. e 7 
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LETT dw 


He who a ſhaving iuftrument can 
Should ſomewhat ta phate I} 
But bs do e ue Ree U e 
Kettles and cauldrons with à dinning Knellz 
Had he a tinker been why then ding dong Rs 
As; clout thi contdron, runs me Seti ſongE : * 

| My cutltig couſin Had to him khock'd ander. * 
And fairly yielded to his jouling chügder: 
But, as jt is, + "lens N nn 
As Preſbytedlit pig ts D. f HH _ 
When he adyentur'd geinſt the potent - 
For * Edinburgh's Werty lcd be bawry z 
„Lam afraid -e en let it gall your" pride, © f 
F That of this atgiftent'you've We nde 


enn * dat. yore ad ret abt 1 % 1» 4 


- 
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Exult, O Bofwelt! wer he nerd bad, 
Who nie'er ügain ſhall dare his Ines to lf 
With greaſy, 'tho* perhaps diverting jokes: 
Upon thy ancient pedigree, *wHiah cke 
All his endedvours, all his turns f Wit; 
Which only ſerve to ſhow their author bit? a} 
For finte you've ſerious taken up the cudgelz, 
You prov morn hr ne Tir Pr 
And to repel the captain's raſh attack, © | 
You bave return'd his honour double'thwacks, © 
* © For Edinburgh's liberty, &c, I Dodng the Action (= 


- when an attempt was made by the Duke of Argyle to bring in 
Mr, F — as member. 
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our ll fm Kelly goon jb is 
is hard, affeQion from the mind to tend 
For the ſweet native ſpot, which Virgil ſays 


We are enameur d a th all our days. 


File hy would you with-baſte e 


The rude romantic Artochur ? Where ſit 


On moſſy ſtones, or walk the, aizy hills, ** 


And wich if pose the. (hire of At forks + + 


eee e e e 

The Highland genii, who in ages old. A 
nn ae hore is manaa eghd.. Wavy a 
Fingal's atchięvementz, and the dire alarms. _ 

Ta ne fm gs Og 


"When dull: Qcuber N F; —— 
As ſure as Roman aſhes ſought an urn, | 
If. I have na black orders from grim deaths... 
And Heaven proferyes my health as well as breach, 
So ſyre ſualbꝭ I m truſty. gelding take, 


* 


So ſure, (hall. far extending Lowmond WT | 
Newmarket s cub. on itꝭ exulting ceaſh 3... -- 
So ſure-ſhall Tarbat's hoſpitable af 
Receive the man whale parts require analy 
' Whoſe heart is good, and tho he's yaia "vis faidh 
Ver is hig perſon talexably made... 
Then, with the circle once again well met. 
n bliſs Cn dean's os 


LETTER W * 
I chearfylly mall live away at nne 


tee r 
0 Mow) 5k 9.25087 r 10% 
da F. Ht | 


From Baſwell's mind his/beſtbeloyed phoaſe 3 * 

To quit hie bruſh and/bafar.co.forike,- + > | 
No bribes can — ont"OESF 
In vain hall Andrew polifh'd' verse bring 
Or even attempt ſome tender tune to ſing ; 
In r 
In vain hall Lady A- muna W L. 
For poor knight-crrants, love's dejecad fan: 
Ta vain ſhall sue, -whore all agtraftions meet, 

| The eldeſt Grace !-»«hq"-fuppliant at her feet. 
m Rr . 
In vain ſhall the, ot pv rang, pe, 2 5 
Thi bing desert nb, 3 
To draw the bench e nod the proper W, 4900. 


That we this wargy.congentian May ae, 
n dome eu to me.. boos 
„% 0 5 Nen 91 TY 
. 
For tho you're cloath'd/in' ſearlat aud in ace 
1 carat — 
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12 LETTER II. 
Tell me in words,” quite oppoſite'to rude, 
Whether I may not ſafely now conclude. 

Tho? one, indeed, of penetration leſs, - 

Might without much ado your meaning gueſs ; 
One thing I'm ſure of, you whoſe taſte is/lize, 
Who length of line with fo much ardour:prige,- | 
Can never think this ſame epiſtle wrong, f . 
n Wine er ONS 0 


e e bunny Und that it would be 


abſolutely: barbarous to ſtun your ears any longer; 
only give me leave to tell you in one good round 


am juſt now (at three o'clock in the morning) 


fitting over the poor pale remnant of a once glo- 
rious blazing fire, 1 till I am 
all in 4 Lather, © | 
* 13 6 ; 
Bennet. . 
I live here in a remote corner of an old ruinous 


houſe, where my anceſtors have been very jovial. 
What a folemn idea ruſhes on my mind! They 
are all gone; I muſt follow. Well, and what 
then? Let me ſhift about to another * 


mani mee e 


on *. 8 and believe me 


Lours, 


James BoswELL, 


Ar * 
. N g 1 14 N 

14 Lf 
8 , G eiten * 14% +++) A Kid 0 $1.3 »t 


is ty v53; 148 1810 | $534 195t A 


L * T 1 F . e tan 
h Aachialeck, Octob. ro, 1561. 


* Radein, N e UID LES * | 
TAD Philip of Macedon' been faddle-fick, 

with riding up and down the oountry after 

his unruly ſon Alexander, and been waiting in ex- 
treme pain, till the ſurgeon of the next village 
brought him emollient telief, he could not have 
been more impatient than I am for a return to my 
laſt letter. I thought, indeed, that my firing ſo 
great a gun, would have produced a ſpeedy: and n 
ſuitable echo, and J had no doubt of at leaſt being 
payed the intereſt of a Sum ſo very large. I nos 
give you fair warning, chat if ſomething is not 
ſpeedily done in this affair, I ſhall hᷣe obliged to 
take very diſagreeable methods. From this way 
of talking, I begin to fancy myſelf a School - 
maſter;; a character next to that of a giant, moſt 
terrible to tender minds. Don't thin to eſcape 
the rod. Don't think your dignity as a poet will 
ſave you from it. I make no queſtion, but what 
that aorimonious pedagogue George Buchanan has 
often applied it to his pupil, and he you know Was 
a poet and a king into the bargain. I have been 
reading the Roſciad. You ſee my very ſtudies 
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14 LET FER I. 


have tended towards flagellation. Una my word 
Churchill does ſcourge with a vengeance; 1 


ould not like to dome under his diſcipline. 


He is conalaly @ very able writer.” He has great 
power of numbers. N 


* - ® ( * 1 > N 4 4 - 
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Ia manly tides of verſe he rolls along,” | 
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F you could cadedive e 
conſcience I have felt upon your 

the 'agitations, the eompunctiom, e Len 
you wound ettthinly forgive we. However, 1 
Was beging e turn callous aint ail Kg 
peſtioris Uf Writing td yon, when your laſt letter 
attivell, which'like the day of judgment, made my 
ttanſgreſfions Rare me full in the face. Indolence 
und unwearted Rupidity have been my conſtaurt 
tompamorts his many a day; und that amiable 
cboplo, adoye ull things in the workd,deteſt letter- 
Writing. Beſides, 1'heard you 'was juſt going to 
de married, and a 4 poet, I durſt not approach 
von, Without un Epiflialamium, and an Epitha- 
uhuntum was u thing, 'which at chat time I could 

not compaſs. It was all in 'vain, chat Cupid and 

Wen you md T walked twice round the men- 


dow upon the fubject of matrimony, I little thought 
that my difference in opinion from you, would 


-” 


2 
f 
Tihal 


| as . 
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E Donaldſon's ſecond volume : — 


26 L E T NY E. R V. 


hive brought on e gan 
attribute it to no oth other cauſe: From this I 


learn, that gontradiion is is of wſe 3 in ſogiety.; and 


1 755 care to * that humour, or 
1 irit, in mytelf. As this is, the feſt. r- 


Le me Werres great congr rat 


Nel wy fro 4 . 18 Gr 0? RP tet 1 


11 acttit * es 
Thee heen bah kerle up fome eme ald pieces 


tity, twenty Euſtace Budgels, according to your 
epiſtle. Pray what is become of the Cub J. .1s 


Dodlley to ſell you for a ſhilling, or not? I haye 


written one or two new things, an Ode to Pity, 


and an Epiſtle to the gteat Donaldſon, which is to 
be printed: The ſubject was promiſing, but I 
mads nothing of it. ¶ muſt, give,quer poetry, and 
copy.cpiſtles out. of that elegant treatiſe the Com- 
pleat Letter- Writer. D is gone to London, 
his parting advice to his ſiſter was, to keep the key 
of the coals herſelf; ſo I ſuppoſe he intends to 
keep up his fire, this winter, in parliament, and 
not to go over the coals with the miniſtry. 


Lady A—— and I ſet out for New-Tarbat to- 
morrow. Could you come? Let nothing but wed- 
lock detain you. Oh Boſwell ! the ſoporific eflu- 


1 ET MER V. 17 
via of a hearty dinner cloud all my faculties, m 
4s dull as the tolling in of the eighth-hour bell, or a 


| neighbouf i in the coutitry, that pays you an annual 
viſit. At this preſent moment, I'm aſtoniſhed how 


any body can be clever ; and your letter in, heroic 


verſe ſcenis mare amazing to me than if ide K 
of Britain was to ſend an exprels for me, to a 
a hornpipe before hum, an e en 

to declare in a manifeſto, that — 

of the preſent war. e tio i of writ- 
ing; and — * == 38» 11 TH þ 4+ 


that I can allure y ou, at this diſt: 

yours fi re] 1! * IM : 7 ; 
. A "Yo en OWE. 19 309 0931 
a4 in Kan ANDREW — 
4 5 * i Cojthir I ban seg 


25 1 corichifion fot” yu. When 
you come to Edinburgh, Tun beide an uninkernit> 
ung correſpotidence with you, 
you 35 gen Wink 9 


3 * 1415 ii 1 


td. Ad. A. edt 
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2 ee eg ; FRE ; Nor. 177 er 
CH mue concern F bes it = me, to to 
Had that you | have been in fic bas ſpirits 
23 your laſt moll rievou indicates, fl 
Fe great. geniuſes are all's ile fuby to the ſor- 
cery 5 been er n the ſpleen, which 
ind t == Ja 5 conſi * hat 
pow ei 875 cache nt we ourſelves pollcls, the 
ſweet magic of our flowing numbers. 1 OK as 
commend tb you 16 bead Mr. Green's excellent 


poem upon that ſubject. He will diſpel the clouds 
pad enliven you immediately. Or if chat ſhould 
net do, you may haye recourſe to Xenopbon's 

method, which was boiling potatoes, and pelting 
the cats with them, an infallible receipt to mon 
riſibllity. | 


So you too have liſtened to the report of my 
marriage, and muſt forſooth diſplay a pretty vein 
of jocularity upon the mournful occaſion. Did 
you really believe it ? If you did, you will never 
be able to aſtoniſh me with any thing elſe that is 
wonderful in your creed, for I ſhall reckon vour 
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judgment a hend. thres eee a 
merly.,, Nr er . 

"Jn hampma of com then e 
what could the people wenn hyn Ding wel, 
If they had boiled. me into portable ſoug, 
mered me into horſe-ſhoes, I ſhould pot hav 
greatly ſurpriſed., A man who has Þo,deeply pon- 


dered on the wonders daily preſented. to,our yiews 
and who has experienced 1 > many viciſitudes of 


fortune, as I have done, can eaſily make allow- 
ance for ſtranger things than theſe, But I own 
335 exceeds my compre- 
henſion. 
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Happy is i Se 
take place,” An event ſo prodigious muſt have 
been attended with very alarming conſequences, 
For my own part, I tremble when I think of it. 
Damocles, Nero, and Richard the Third, would 
have appeared amiable princes in compariſon of 
me. Where ever I went I ſhould have carried hor- 
ror and devaſtation, ſparing neither ſex nor age. 
All, all ſhould have been ſacrificed to my relentleſs 
cruelty, Donaldſon is buſy printing his ſecond 
volume. I have muſtered up a few yerſes for him, 
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tome old, ſome new. I will not boaſt of them. 


But T'll tell you one thing; the volume will be 
pretty free from typographical errors : I have the 
honour to cotrect the proof-ſheets, | My Cub is 
Aragon I fancy he will ſoon make 

his appearance in public. I long to ſee him 
Pa- Mall habit: Tho' Tm afraid he will 
hule rwe „ e Von ſhall 
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s we never hear that Dania” 
broil þeet-ſteaks, or Cicero-poach exp), we 55 

may fafely oonclude, that _ peficlemen as | 
ſtood nothing of G&okery. In like manner jt ma 
be concluded, that ydu, James Boſwell, and 
Andrew Erſkine, cannot write- ſerious epiſtles. 
This, as Mr. Triſtram fays, I deny; for this 
letter of mine ſhall contain the quinteſſence of 
ſolidity ; it"ſhall be a plece of boiled beef and 
cabbage, a roaſted gooſe, and a boiled leg of pork 
and greens: in one word, it ſhall contain ade 
vice; ſage and mature advice; Oh l James Boſ- 


well!! take care and don't break your neck; pray 


don't. fracture your full, and be very cautious 
in your manner of tumbling down precipices : 
beware of falling into coal-pits, and-don't'drown 
yourſelf in every pool you meet with. Having 
thus wurned you of the moſt material dangers 
which your youth and inexperience will be ready 
to lead you into, I now proceed to others leſs 
winnen Doty mae 
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ly obſerved. Go not near the Soaping-Club, 
never mention Drury-lane Playbouſe ; ; be atten- 
tive to "thoſe" Pinchbeck buckles" which fortune 


his {6 graci6ully' given you; of which I am afraid 75 


Jod re hardly fond enough; havet waſh pour Fice, 
bat advve al forſweae Poetry; from experience I 
cad” allilje/ you, ant this letter maß ferveas"a 
pole that a man diä be i dull in proſe as in 
verſe} and as dullneſs js what we aim at, proſe 
1 the calieſt of the tio. Oh! tay friend ! profit 
by theſe my inſtructions 3 think that you ſee me 
Rudying for your advantages my reverend locks 
pyer-ſhadowing my paper, my hands trembling, 
und my tongue hanging Out, 4 figure of efteetn, 
affoction ant yeneration. By Heavens | Boſwell ! 
I love you more But this, I think, may" be 
e le . 
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Mare than a bel of, Felne n kennel amid, 
More than a brilliant belle polemic ſtudy, | 
More than fat Falſtaff lov'd a cup of fack, 
More chan a guilty criminal the rack, 
More than attoneys love by cheats to thrive, 
And more When eee 46; by. hunt alle. 0 
Ale Sn 63 ban ont Þo ol i 

I begin to be afraid: T 
bere this winter; which will be a great loſs to 
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hang Sang acaount of i. 
That 56 ſhall end you ſome ; would 
abſurd, I | What. Dane 1 
Imagiga 4heq- 9 b . /ay 
ber a opp 
np rj eee Ds 
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any: part of his life ho · had nar roy eſcaped” 
hanging (a thing not uncommon in the High- 
lands) he would perfectly - doat- upon: him, and 
to choak-himſelf,- But to return. Everything 
here is in che grand amd · ſublime ſtile. But, alas! 
ſome envious magician, with his dd enchant-- 
mente, has deſtroyed all theſe beauties. By his. 
potent arty the houſe with. ſo many bed-chambers - 
in it, cannot conveniently lodge above à dozen 
people. The room vhich I am writing in, Julit 
nau is in reality, a handſome parlour of twenty 
feet by ſixteen; though! in my eyes, and to all 
outward appearance, it ſeems a garrut of ſuc feet 
by ſoun. The magnigent lake is u dirty puddl; 
the lovaly;plainy n rude: wild country covert din 
the, moſt-aſtoniſhing- high black mountains: the 
inbabitanta, he -moſt-atniable race under the ſun, 
appear now bo he, the uglieſt ani lool. ab if they 
were ever - run wich the itch. Their delicato 
limbs, adorned with the fineſt filk ſtockings! are - 
now bare, and very dirty; but to deſcribe all the 
transformations would take up more paper than 
Lady B from whom I had this, would chuſe 
to give me, My own metamorphoſis is indeed ſo 
extraordinary, that I muſt make you acquainted 
with it. You know I am really very thick and 


LETTER I. wax 
and very baſhful. If theſe things continue, who | 
is fafe ? Even you, ' Boſwell; may feel à charge. 

Vour fair and tranſparent cbmplVxion may tiirn | 
black and oily ;-your perſon linle and Squat; a. 
who knows but you may eternal raue about the 
King 6f Great, Brinaids [guards g a, ſpecies f 
madneſs, from hic good Lr deliver u '111 
eon 6 Was 250 "4" {AAR G4 ens 
+ haue :ofterv-wondered;\ Boſwell, that a river”: 
of „ upon the Jewy- 
harp; there are ſome of uk: here that touch it” 
very melodiouſly,:I can tell you. Corelii o ls 
of Maggie Latder, and Pergobeſps fonkla of Tl. 
Carle be came def the Crit, are excellentiy adapt - 
ed to that inſtrument ʒ let me adviſe cd to lern 
it. The firſt coſt is hut turce halſpence, und 
they luſt n long time: Fihive edhip6ſed dhe fore; 
Jowingibde upon ie, which execeds 4 pet 
E — _ # bor admit 
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Jann „ Ehn enemies 16-4 vr 
ODB e. a JEWS HARP: 
yen 4 ar ir $ * iind ute wo 
gona ap eee HET ener bile 77 
WEET dme | which e _ 
teeth, | 
6 ler orgy and oy "pgs * "Af 
Whether you breathe along the ſhore of Leich, 
'Or IE IE 
Struck by a taper” finger's gentle tip, 
r oe? our ears + dy neee 17 


Where'er thy lively muſic's pen 


All are ng, dancing round; 
En e b . n 
„ capers like ſixteen, with Peg; ,  .. 


Both old and young confeſs thy pow ful TR 
They Sip: like madmen and for foe ove 6 


, bs © 4 - 
III. 


Rous'd by the magic of the charming air, 
The yawning dogs forego their heavy ſlumbers ; 
The ladies liſten on the narrow ſtair, 
And Captain Andrew ſtraight forgets his num- 
bers, 
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| DE TT TEIR VIE 27 
Cats and mice give o'er their batt'ling, 


Pewter, plates on Hhelyes a are rattling; 
But falling down the noiſe my lady hears, 


Whoſe ſcolding drowns" the Tp, more tuneful 
; than the. ſpheres !. - ag 6. 4 "et 
# 


Haring thus, *FH 6 
tertaining letter, with. Which you. are highly 
pleaſed; to your great -grief I gi ive over in —. 
er the like wacky wy acne 1 wh 
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N of. your big 630) on 

the; death pf. two pigs, I am juſt now re- 
turned from eating 2, moſt excellent. one: with the 
moſt magnificent-Dogaldſon. I yiſh you would 
explain,,to.me.;the reaſon, of my, being ſo very 
hard-hearted as to diſcover. nd manner of reluc- A 
tance at that innocent animal's being brought to 
table well roaſted, I will confeſs to you, my 
friend, that I fed upon it with no ſmall alacrity—. 
neither do I feel any pangs of remorſe for having 
ſo done. The reaſpn perhaps lies ſo deep as. to 
elude our keenelf penetration at the ſame time 
give me leaye to offer my oonjecture, which you 
may have by a little tranſmutation of a vulgar. 
aqage, in ſuch; manner as to obtain at one and 
the ſame time (fo to ſpeak) not only à ſtrong 
reaſon for my alledged inhumanity, but alſo an 
apparent pun, and a ſceming paradox; all which 
you have for the.ſmall and eaſy, Fas. of We 
The III: Lluow. dl 
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I do affure you the aps 7 RE of Pope's | 
head, Caledonian Dodſley, Scottiſh Baſkerville, and 
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LETTER Vil. 20 
captain general of collective bards, entertained us 
moſt ſumptuouſly; 1 queſtion” much if captain 
Erſkine himſelf ever fared better; although I was 
the only author in the company, Which P' bn 
ſurpriſed me not alittle. *Dotildfor is 
doubtedly à gentleman perfectly Mille i 
art of inſinuation. His dinners ure the met 
eloquent addreſſes imaginible För niy own part, 
I am nevet 4 ſharer iti one of his copidits re- 
paſts, but I feel my heart warm to the landlord, 
imd ſpontanebuffy conceive this expreſiive Telt- 
loquy;Upon thy word'T muſt” give him thother 
hu ber wee 1 Mn n nog bat 1 tz} broant 
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Ng my Jedi + Eiben ur lee ber K K 
with you, after reading this'?* With what fediiig” 
are you moſt ſtrongly poſſeſt? But is 'this' de- 
pends a good deal upon the time of the day at 
which you receive my epiltte 1 dall make 10 


an Aan ot ot} me ul 5G 
„nne. 1 1 Dube ig iam wot not 
Thus, neee big eu- 


tion which poſſeft me upon occaſion'of What En 


of the fathers would call /Mendidion pranidixn ; 
l Dir * 

Are not you "Os e 
nay, ſomewhat picqued, that I have as yet made 
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* a N E R VIII. 
no mention ennie df the 
wonderful enchantments which yeu relate, the 
ſagacious advices hie you give, and the ode to 


2 Jew's Harp, which you add. Forgive me, good 


Captain. Blame Donaldſon. Write to me when- 
e 
. v2 ny” | 


P. S. Aid e . bey He bf fuk Ode to 
Midnight? Lord K calls it the beſt Poem 
in the Engliſh language. But it will not be long 
fo. For in imitation of it I have written an Ode 
to Gluttony, of which take two ſtanzas. 


* 


2 


AIL Gluttony ! O let me eat 
Immenſely at thy awful board, 
On which to ſerve the ſtomach meer, | 
What art and nature can afford.” 
I'll furious cram, devoid of fear, 


Let but the roaſt and boil'd appear ; | 


LE T{ ER VII: 
Let me but ſee a ſmoaking diſh, 1/1 


I care not whether fowl or hb: 


Then ruſh ye floods, of ale adown my throat, 
Au in wy belly make Mei Af ll. 
a vim ende WAY ” e 1 
- 190 10 I 1 wei Lov) 1 194% 
And yet why truſt a greaſy cool)? 
Or give to meat the time of play? RE 
While ev'ry trout gulps down a hook, 
And poor dumb beaſts harſh butchers ſlay ? ? 
Why ſeek the dull, ſauce-ſmelling gloom, 
Of the beef-haunted dining rom; 
SEL es I” 4. 
Wich lib'ral hand whate er is beſt; 
While you in vain th' inſurance muſt de 
To give ſecurity you thall not choaky;. 4 
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L. E TD) E R. IX. 
Kato n Dec. 3» = 
—_ 1 3 
V'N now intent upon — Ode, / 
I plunge my knife into the beef, 
N * when a cow—4s is the mode — 
Was lifted by a Highland thief. 
Ah!] ſpare him, ſpare him, circuit Lords ! 
Ah hang him not in hempen cords; , 
Ah fave him in his morn of youth 
From the damp-breathing, dark * tolbooth, 
Left when condemn d and hung in clanking chains, 
His body moulder down whige-bleach'l with win- 
ter rains! i | 


+ 


But let not me "inter-meddle with your, p pro- 
vince ; to parody the ode to midnight, could only 
be thought off and executed by the mirth-moving, 
humour-hunting, raillery-raiſing James Boſwell. 
You muſt ſend me the reft of your Gluttony by 
the return of the poſt, even though it ſhould 
prove the night of the Beard-ſoaping Club. Did 
you ever ſuſpect me of believing your marriage ? 
No, I always faid from the beginning, there was 
nothing in it; oh ker ©. twenty wianelles to 

® Telbootk Priſon, 


LEFT TER IX. 33 
prove it, who ſhall be nameleſs; indeed if you 
had been married, I. don't ænœu but the ſame 
gentlemen might have been prevailed upon to 
vouch for me that I frequently declare mydirm 
perſuaſion of it,;., theſe, kind. of, 1 have 
mulyplied greatly: of date years, 90 
credit of many a perſon's ſurpriſing ſagacity; but 
e GE 2144 A+ 4 4cht In 
tiſe of Foſſils, particularly his Us ; remarks upon. the the 
touchſtone, og, rod | va} '& 
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| Tam glad ts hear you are return to towns 
and ono mort near that feat Kicken I 3 
nius Mr.” Alexander Donaldſ6n's ſhop 

me you are promoted to be his ig Ya 
preſs ; I with you alſo. ch Je, Bua get 
ing his children, Which they very much van 
the eldeſt ſon, when T was *thete, fever "Git 
to play at'taw all the time; time; and my que 
frequently to be pulled about; you know, upon 
account of its length it is very liablb i tu Weſe fort 
of attacks; ; I am thinking to ent it off. ſor 
never yet met with a child hat- oduld keep bis 
hands, from it: and here I cat iforbear: telling 
vou, that if ever. you marry, and. have childreng 
our 2eguaintance, ceaſes 35 moment. unleſs. 


214 le n 


— 
1 — a 2 2 
wed — . . av mn, m4 o9m, eo 


* BETA DA. 

you breed them up aſter the manner of the great 
Seriblerus, and unleſs they be ſuckled with ſoſt 
mmm id. 5 Fl 
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n vill be oubliſhed; 


4 


ee eee of figure vou think it will make, 


particular how, James Boſwell and Andrew Er- 


ſkine Will appear z I know you will mix your 
opinion with à good deal of partial praiſe, as you 
are one of thoſe extraordinary authors that have 
a love for their own works, and alſo one of thoſe 
ſtill more extraordinary ones that can flatter an- 


other, I find fault with one or two things in 


your letters; I could wiſh you wrote in a ſmaller 
hand; and that when. you end a ſentence in the 
beginning of a- line, you would begin the next 


| ON TED GER. 


Br Bowel, go to Donaldſon and tell him 
he is a moſt inhuman miſcreant, and deſerves, as 
he is a Printer, to be preſs'd to death; then thun- 
der in his ear that he has not ſent Captain Er- 
ſkine his Critical Review. 


. 
and ſpend the Chriſtmas holidays; ſhe has ſent 
for two Highland bards to entertain you, and 1 
have a waſh-ball and a ſtick of pomatum much 


LNK. 38 


at your ſervice we are ally thank God, in ge- 
of us not near ſo louſy s we uſod to he, ſo 1 
think you may venture: I received your letter 
ten days after the date; though it only came from 
Edmburgh ; I had wrote you one ſome little time 
before, directed to the Parliament -Cloſeg Have you 
got it? That you may never want Odes of mine 
to parody, I encloſe you one to Fear, nothing like 
Mm . "I 


And now, my dear dear Noſwell, I Tr 
having, as I: hope for metcy, not one word more to 
ſay, which I believe is e Bis ode of many * 
. 
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ODE rTo FEAR, 
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OST in the mournful od at eve; 
While round the awful torrents roll, 
Why fiercely does thy bob heave, 

"2 0p om Agee ar 411098 . 
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% LETTER IX 
Or what along the dark' ning waſte, 
Impels thy ſteps with eager haſte; 

What voice ſeems ruſhing on the wind, 
Why ftop ? why dart a glance behind? 

Alas! thy looks ſo wild, thy thoughts ſo drear, 

Confeſs th'alarming ſtrength, Gr nnbqunded gow'r 

ot fear. 


r 
What direful ſcenes of woe, as fancy deems, 
Chill the bold heart, and ſtrike th'aſtoniſh'd eye wt 


The viſionary ſpectre frequent gleams, 
And forms terrific float in horror by ; 


The heayy clouds are ſettled in the air, 


Loud ſighs the gale, the lonely mountains der 


Deep caverns frowning gloom, and monſters glare, 
While ſtarting Fear exhauſts her frantic tore ; 


By chains unſeen th'imagination guides, | 
And with a magic force o'er ey ry thought preſides, 


ey i Mc: 
Away with all thy rueful train, | 
Nor caſt thy cold pale glance at me, 
Leaft reaſon quit my tortur d brain 
And each,mad thought be full of thee; - 
Nor ever meet my ſtartl'd view, 
Array'd in robe of ſanguine hue ; 


HET TER N. 
Nor near my filent couch be found, 
When night is wrapt in darkneſs round : 
Away, and haunt the murderer's care · ſraught bed, 
mne 
In vain on him ths genital god" of e | 
Pours his ſweet ſlumbers once ſo ſoft and mild; 
In vain they on his fallen eye - lids creep, 
Still broke by viſions ſavage all, and wild: 
Unnerv'd, and all appall'd, he ſeems to tread 
With toilſome ſteps the dread funereal way, 
Where howling phantoms throng athwart the ſhade, 
| Whilethe wan moon ſcarce beams her joyleſß ray; 
Or high on hanging cliffs he ſeems to go, 
And views the deep black ſtream that ſleeps ſo till 
below. 
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V. | 
Yet lead him on and let him feel _ 
The ſtings of conſcience and remorſe, 
Their penetrating points reveal, 
And wound him with their keeneſt force: 
No reſpite let the monſter find, - 
With ev'ry fury rack his mind, vB 
And till each fad, each ling'ring night, 
Before him ſtalk a haggard fight, © -- 
Till wak'd to miſery he raves and mourns; 
While ev'ry flame of Hell: within his boſom burns. 
D 3 
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See at che regal banquet curſt Macbem 

Secure of empire fecretly reſoice; 

The fiend ſeems ſmiling at the work of death, 

And hears, with pleaſure hears, the murderer's 

voice : 
When lo! at once Feat s dreadful p pow r is felt, 

As injur; d Banquo points the livid wound, 
Cold chilling dews upon his forehead melt, 

_ Fades the gay ſcene of ſplendor all around, 
Drops from his nerveleſs hand the roſy bowl, 
While ſluggiſh thro" his veins life's purple torrents 

| roll. 


VII. 


And mark where Richard near his tent, 
Taſtes the cool fragrance of the air, 
Remorſe within his boſom pent, 
And deadly hate, and black deſpair; 
Yet once again behold, he ſleeps, 
Hark !' on his ear the low groan creeps ; 
He ſhud@'ring ſtarts, convulfive ſhakes, 
He heaves, he turns, he leaps, he wakes, 
Each feature ſeems with wild amazement hung, 
The ſudden pray'r to Heav'n drops faulr'ring from 


his tongue. 


LETTER 1 *» 
VII. L 
Shakeſpeare alone thy ghaſtly chatitis enge dl. 
Thy ſavage haunts he eee, 
In hearing thy awak ning tales eimploy'd, 
We yuyabe" Fg 


And if I read the magie page atighty 
Loud thunders foll'd aroubd Mebehented pe 


While fire-ey'd demons growPd the long lone night, 
And ev'ry tree with flaſhing flame was ſmote ;. 
And cries uncouth, and ſounds of woe were heard, 
And tall gigantic ſhapes their hoy ſormns uptcar'. 


IX, 
But not alone to guilt confin'd, 
Thy furies dart their ſecret ſtings, 
They point them at the virtuous mind, 0 
Which each ideal fancy wrings; 
The penſive melancholy Dane 
Deep mourns. his royal father ſlain; 
Th'unnatural murderer muſt bleed, 
The ghoſt appears, and prompts the deed; 
Ev'n valiant Brutus ſinking to repoſe, | .|. | 
Thy awful preſence felt as his ſtern genius roſe. 
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LETTER IX 


4 


3; 
Ye Angels ſent, as guardians of the good, 
Swift chace th enthuſiaſtic pow'r away, 
Clear the low cloud, each grief-charg'd thought 
- © exclude, 
Drive hence the fiend chat ſhuns the eye of day 
An! eam and gentle fink us down to reſt, 
Let chearfulneſs the lonely void adorn, | 
Let het mild radiance gild the fear-ſtruck breaſt, 
| While we with air-form'd terrorsceaſeto mourn; 
And in ſuch raptur'd dreams the fancy fteep, 
As render more endear'd the deity of ep. 


mn 
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L. ET T EX Rf 
e 
Dear ER SKIN, | 


* is a very ſtrange thing, that I James Bet 
well, Eſq; * who am happily poſſeſt of a facility 
of manners, to uſe the very words of Mr. Pro- 
ſeſſor Smith, which upon honour were addreſt to 
me. I can produce the Letter in which they are 
to be found) I ſay it is a very ſtrange thing that 
I ſhould ever be at a loſs how to expreſs myſelf; 
and yet at this moment of my exiſtence, that is 
really the caſe. May Lady B-— ſay unto me, 
© Boſwell, I deteſt thee, if I am not in down» 
right earneſt. 


Mankind are ſuch a perverſe race of beings, 
that they never fail to lay hold of every circum- 
ſtance tending to their own praiſe, while they let 
ſlip every circumſtance tending to their cenſure, 
To illuſtrate this by a rgcent example, you ſee I 
accurately remember MF. Smith's beautiful, I ſhall 
even grant you juſt compliment, but have quite 
forgot his ſevere criticiſm on a ſentence ſo clum- 
lily formed, as to require an I ſay to keep it to- 


— 
— — — 
_ - 


42 LET EER x 


gether ; which I myſelf candidly think much re- 
ſembles a pair of ill-mended breeches. | 


Having a mind, Erfkine, to open. a fluice of 
happineſs upon you, I muſt inform you that 1 
have lately got you an immenſity of applauſe from 
men of the greateſt taſte. You' know I read ra- 
"ther better than any mam in Britain; ſo that your 
Works had a very uncommon advantage. I was 
Phaſed at the praiſe which you received. I was 
vin of having ſuch a correſpondent. I thought 
I did not envy you a bit, and yet, I don't know, 
J felt ſomehow, as if I could like to threſh you 
pretty heartily : however, I have one comfort, in 
thinking that alt this praiſe would not have availed 
you a ſingle curl of Sir Cloudeſiy Shovel's pe- 


riwig, had not I generouſly. reported. it to you: 


fo that in reality you are obliged to me for it. 


Tue ſecond volume of the Poems will not be 
publiſhed till January. Captain Erſkine will make 
a very good figure. Boſwell a decent one, 


l Lady B intreats me to come and paſs the 
Chriſtmas holidays with her: gueſs, O gueſs! 
what tranſport I felt at reading that. I did not 
know how to contain my elevation of ſpirits. I 


DET T ERA 43 
thought myſelf one of the greateſt geniuſes in 
Europe. I thought I could write all forts of 
books, and work at all bandicreft trades, I 
imagined that I had fourſcore millions of money 
out at intereſt, and that I ſhould actually be choſen - 
Pope at the next cledtion. 1 obteſt you, my friend, 
in the warmeſt ſpirit of love to return to ber Lady- 
when the. planets permit us to meet, ſhe. herſelf 
android imp =” cows. 


3 Ale 1 ü a bed. ei of a Doin Salted 
yet I feel myſelf averſe to fo long a journey. Bee. 
lieve me, I am as fweetly indolent as any genius 
in all his Majefty's dominiona, ſo that for my oi 
ineitement I muſt propoſe the following ſcheme. 
You Captain Andrew ſhall, upon Monday the 28th 
day of this prefent month, ſet out from New-Tarbat 
in Mr. M---'s chaiſe, and meet me at Glaſgow, that 
evening. Next day ſhall we both in friendly guiſe 
get into the ſaid chaiſe, and drive with velocity 
to your preſent habitation, where I ſhall remain 
till the Monday fen'night ; on which day I ſhall 
be in like manner accompanied back to Glaſgow, 
from thence to make my way as well as I can, to 
the Scottiſh metropolis. I have told the ſtory of 
my ſcheme rather aukwardly ; but it will have 


q 
) 
8! 
; 


_ = 


nnn 
its advantages : I ſhall have a couple of days more 


of your claſſical company, and ſomewhat leſs to 


Pays eee eee ene 
1 * 'f 
en DMA Chalet Thanks-w 
the man who firſt invented that comfortable me- 
thod of journeying. Had it not been for that, I 
dare fay both you and I would have circumſcribed: 


our travels within a very few miles. For my own 


part, I think to dreſs myſelf in a great-coat and 
boots, and get aſtride a horſe's back, and be jolted 
through the mire, perhaps in wind and rain, is a 
puniſhment too ſevere for all the offences which 
J can charge myſelf with, Indeed I have a mor- 
tal antipathy at riding, and that was the true rea- 
ſon for my refuſing a regiment of dragoons which 
the King of Pruſſia offered me at the beginning 
of this war. I know indeed the Mariſchal Duke 


de Belleifle in his Political Teſtament, has en- 


deavoured to perſuade the world that it was owing 
to my having a private amour with a Lady of 
diſtinction in the Auſtrian court, but that miniſter 
was too deeply immerſed in ſtate - intrigues, to know 
much about thoſe of a more tender nature. The 
tumultuous hurry of buſineſs and ambition, left 
no room in his mind for the delicious delicacy of 
ſentiment and paffion, ſo very eſiential to a man 
of gallantry. | 


EET TER {1% 
I think, Erſkine, in this ſcheme of mine, I am 
playing a very ſure game, for you muſt either in- 
dulge me in every article which I have mentioned, 
or entertain me with a plentiful diſh of well dreſt 
apologies. I beg it of you, however, don't put 
yourſelf to any: inconvenience;/z, indeed I might 
have ſaved myſelf the trouble of making this res, 
queſt, far you are that kind of man that I believe 
you would not put ,yqurſelf, to an inconvenience, 
to be made a Lieutenant-General. Pray ſhall we. 
not ſee you here this winter at all? Vou og 
to come and eat the fruit Ame 
ISTH). mefltinign 
W wh Ht a3 
Win Jes 
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I ſhall rouſe Donaldſon as you 45. F Gat 
rouſe him like a peal of thunder. Fw: 


gt? 


I wonder what you will all think of this pro- 
poſal of mine for delivering myſelf in Folio. Ten 
days make a period, as I uſe to fay. They bear 
ſome proportion to the whole of life. Write i in- 
ſtantly. 
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ade ee reclinesz _ 7 
Zee him look round with frightful ſtar, - 
And beg for drink with eager ſigns. | 
His gullet ſtuff che unchew'd bits, 
He gans and nods his bead by fr; 
His high-(wel'n cheeks that were fo red, 
With egg-ſhell whiteneſs are o'er-ſpread ; 
Ah! quickly thuntp his hack, leſt for a boaſt 
Death from his liver rive his bouncing ghoſt. 
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Ev'n now on ven' ſon much intent, 
The great John Bull pleas'd with his fate, 
He, while he eyes the godlike haunch! 
Which, when replete in ev'ry chink, ofE | 
His' worſhip makes fublimely think : | 
Or, am inveterate enemy to chat, | 
Delighted views a ſplendid ſtore of fat ! | 
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Wn 4: 74 
Bread fills the mouths of hungry clowns, 

The blackſmith's clumſy grinders go, 

The kitchens ſweat thro' all the towns, 

The cock now fry'd no more ſhall crow. * 
The baker tarts and cheeſe-cakes bring, 
The ruſty jack ear-grating ſing ©» 
Each footman with an angry voice * 
Damns the confounded creaking noiſe: 

The ham ſuſpended, al DAE te Vicky, 

Aſſaults Bob's powder'd pate with dreadful — 

N VI. eu BA 

And now perhaps the buxom wiſe e 
Of Vintner Thom conſults her ſpouſe, | 
How thoſe who play the keeneſt knife, | 

She beſt may feaſt within her houſgeg. 
She ſees before her mind's clear glas, 
All forts of freſh proviſions paſs 
She makes pots, pans, and ſpits be om 4 
For dreffing what ſhall be devour d. | 

r 

To ſwallow monſtrous quantities of food! 


| — houſe the Seaping-Club was always held, 
WHEL. 
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LETTER 0. 


ane New:Tarbat, Dec. 13. e 

Dear Bosw zz, all va 
N Ode to eee ef Seth: 
land, and dedicated to you ! had there been 

only one ſpark of curioſity in my whole com- 
poſition, this would have raiſed it to a flame equal 
to the general conflagration. May G—d d— n 
me, as Lord Peter ſays, if the edge of my ap- 
petite to know What it can be about, is not as 
keen as the beſt razor ever uſed by a member of 
the Soaping-Club. Go to Donaldſon, demand 
from him two of my franks, and ſend it me even 
before the firſt poſt : write me, O write me ! what 
fort of man this author is, where he was born, 
how he was brought up, and with what fort of 
diet he has been principally fed; tell me his ge- 
nealogy, like Mr, M—— ; how many miles he 
has travelled in poſt-chaiſes, like Colonel R, 


Th " 


tell me what hc eats, like a cook ; what he drinks, 


This Letter was occaſioned by ſeeing an Ode to Tragedys 


written by a Gentleman of Scotland, and dedicated to James 
Boſwell, Eſq; ndventiſed in the Edinburgh News-papers. It af- 
terwards appeared, that the Ode was written by Ms. Boſwell 
kimſeſſ. 


LETTER N. 9 
like a wine-merchant ; what ſhoes he wears, like 
2 ſhoemaker; in what manner his mother” was 
delivered of him, like a man- midwife; and how 
his room is furniſhed; like an upholſterer; but if 
you happen to ſind it difficult te ater all ce: In 
— befitting Mr. M Colonel 
cook, a wine - merchant, a ſhocumaker, a 
midwife, and an upholſterer, Oh ! — aldim 
3 
ile, tr L494 9: wt, tu 07 2 EN rr NIV bis" 

An . Nene * 1 vary” fi + 1h M 
| Youir Cds hehe 
thoughts of this Ode: riting 'geritemaniof Seh, 
land again come acroſa me, I muſt now aſlty 
like the Spectator, is he fatior? loan, tall or ſhorty 
does he uſe ſpectacles ? what'is the Jength'of hie 
walking · ſtick ? has he a Janiled eſtate? has be 
choly thing it is to live twenty miles from 
poſt-· town ! why am I not in Edinburgh ? w 
am I not chain'd to Donaldſon's ſhop? ? 

ien N 4 Wh 60 44 10074 m {ty 


I received both your letters yeſterday, fel 
ſend to the Poſt-houſe but once. a-week : 
not tell you how 1 liked: them; a 
Dr r conſecrate che 


Ar 


0 LET TE RUN. 

inkhora : I think che outhde af one af them was 
adorned with ehe greateſt quantity of good ſeal- 
ung · wax I ever am, and my brother A anf 
Lady A, both vf whony have 2/mnomble com- 
prehenfion of dete 8 * 


Kits ende #2» v7 
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Voeur Ode ro Olüttony is altegether excellent ; 
paper on which they were written, for a piece 
of: brekd ind butter Tpitad with matinalade, I 
Girly frallowa--the ———— 1 
time; I declare ᷑ tothe tha —— 
in the world, ſuperier to u fla gbofe, or white 
wine and bittèrs ;; it ought to be hung up in e ry 
eock's ſhop' in the three Kingdoms, ungraved on 
eee g eee 
Wall biene I tis e ie 


4 Air : 85 18 my ö * * 5 Sith 1 


von * 6e ke bi your le Vines: if ever 
Captain Erſkine was better entertained by the great 
"Donaldſon, than you was lately; baniſh, that opt 
nion, tell it not in Gath 3 nor publiſh it in Aſ- 
kalon; repeat it not in John's Caffee -houſe, nei- 
ther whiſper it in the Abbey of Holy-Rood-Houlſe ; 


* —_— * 
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- court the; fatteſt Wapping :landladys but | theſe 


LETTER A. 31 


na, I ſhall never forget the fowls and oyſter ſauce 


which bodeckad the hoard: fat were the fowl, 
And the oyfters of the true pandour or eroat kinds 
membrance : I may forget my native Gauntys 


my dear brothers and ſaſtera, my pootty, my; art 


of making love, and even you., O Boſwell!” but 
theſe things I can never forget a the ire ſſon is 
too decp, too well imprinted cer to. be eff?“ 
I may turn Turk or Hatteutot, I may de hangs 
for Gealing = bag de adorn my hair, I way 489 
viſh all forts of virgios, young and ald, Lm 


things I can never forget; I may abe ſick and ã 


priſon, I may. be deaf, dumb, and way df 


r r never ſocg et. 


4 eee "Jane yp 
” Dok om IE I am to. acquaint: you tint 


your propoſal 18 received with the utmoſt joy and 
ſeſtivity, and the ſcheme, if I bve till to-martbw 
fortnight, vill be put in qxecytion. The News 
Tarbat chaiſe will arrive atGlaſgow/on Mangay 
evening the 28th of December, dove by WIH 
Captain Andrew's lim perfonage will ſlip.out, hv 


will exquice hr James an Wh he ne 
„ e Bag #97 + 93 
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men into the room where he is ſitting before a 
Auarge fire, the evehing being cold, raptures and 


r Eden „won. 


greateſt of all Poets Captain Andrew. 


poetry will enſue, and every mh will ſoap his 

own beard ; every other article of the propoſals 
will be executed as fe as this; but to ſpeak 
very ſeriouſly, you muſt be true to your appoint - 
ment, and come with the utmoſt regularity upon 
the Monday; Mink of my emotions at Græme's, 
if you would not come; view my -melancholy = 
poſture 3 - hark l. I rave like Lady V 
Boſwell yet, Boſwell's à Toft thing.” 1 muſt re! 
veive à letter from you before" I ſet put, telling 
wie (whether [you keep true to your - reſolution; 
und ptay ſetid me the Ode to Tragedy: I beg 
youll bring me out in your pocket my Critical 
Review, which you may deſire Donaldion to give 
you · but above all, employ Donaldſon to get me 
a copy of Fingal, which tell him T1 pay him for 


9 
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ebenen ee tris ately publiſhed in Lon- 
don, which I would be glad to have, particularly 
2 Spouſal Hymn ori the Marriage of the King and 
Queen, and an Elegy on viewing a ruin'd Pile of 
Buildings ; ſee what you can do for me; I know 
you will not take it ill to be buſied a little for that 


WOE 
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The fluice of happineſs you have let in upon 
me, has quite overflowed the ſhallows of my un- 
derſtanding ; at this moment I am determined to 
write more and print more, than any man in the 
kingdom, except the great Dr. Hill,” who writes 
a Folio every month, a Quarto every fortnight, 
an Od avo every week, and a Nuodecimo every day. 
Hogarth has humourouſly repreſented a brawny 
porter almoſt ſinking to the ground. under a huge 
load of his works. I am too lazy juſt now to 
capy out an Ode to Indolence, which F have lately 
written ; beſides, its fitting I reſerve ſomething 
for you to peruſe when we meet, for upon theſe 
occaſions an exchange of Poems ought to be as 
regular as an exchange of-priſoners between two 
nations at war. Leliere me, dear Bofivell, "tw" by 
nnn / 


Lu raue. 


P. S. Pl ws ne e 
| gow.—The Ode to Tragedy, by « Gentleman of 
Scotland, co orbit | 
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rang, . Dee. 14, wm 


Var Exmxivy, - 


e | Thurf- | 
A. day the 24th muſt be the day of our meeting, 
4s I am obliged to return hither on Saturday the 
ad of January. This is really a curious way of 
employing you z however, you will gain ſome» 
thing by it; you will acquire 4 particular exact- 
neſs in knowing the days of the month, a ſcience 
too much neglected in theſe degenerate days, but 
a ſcience which was cultivated with a glorious 
ardour in Greece and Rome, and was no doubt 
the cauſe of their flouriſhing ſo much in every 


Have not you ſometimes ſeen a man put his 
hand in his pocket, pull out a nonpareille, and 
fay to his friend, Will you eat an apple, Sir? 
Juſt ſo do I now fay to you, © Will you have an 


Epigram ? 


LETTER XII. 5 


E PIG NAM. 


Your wife (cries James) I think tis queer, 
Brings a freſh bantling ev xy ear: . 
James, let me tell you, I have wonder 4d 2 
That yours ce en en we 2 
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˖ Lade. De. 37, 116i 
dae 5 
AD you but hinted a 3 
ance fooner than by the firſt poſt, ſooner 
ſhould the Ode to Tragedy have ſaluted your long- 
| = 1 | 


At length it comes] it comes ! Hark ! with 
what loſty muſſe do the ſpheres proclaim its tri: 
umphal entry into the majeſtic edifice at Tarbat ! 
| Behold the famidy gathered around it in a ſort of 
quadrangiilar figure! Heavens ] what a picture of 

curioſity ! what a groupe of eager expectants l 
They ſhow their teeth, they rub their hands, they 
kick the floor ! But who is this the fire of whoſe 
look flames infinitely beyond the reſt ? It is Cap- 
tain Andrew ! It is ! it is! ye Gods! he ſeizes ! 
he opens! he reads Let us leave him. I can 
no more. It wauld ftretch the ſtrings too far to 
proceed. You muſt know I purpoſely neglected 
to. ſend the Ode myſelf, and likewiſe prevented 
Donaldſon from ſending it immediately when it 
was publiſhed, in order to give full play to your 
impatience. I conſidered what amazing effects it 


LE D BoB BD M. op 
-muſt. produce upon Captain Erſkine, to find-in 
one advertiſement, An Ode to Tragedy»—A Gen- 
tleman of Scotland—Alexanger, Domaldſon and 
James Bafwell, Ela; How far my n 
1 your laſt letter does moſt amply teſtifr,. 
_— 1 Lk "ty ot 4 2 
„The author of the Ode to Fragedysis 
excellent man : he is of an ancient family in. the 
weſt of Scotland, upon which he values himſelf 
not a little. At his nativity. there appeared omens 
of his future greatneſs. His, parts are bright, and 
he, education, be been, rd. He bas travelled 
in poſt-chaiſes, miles without number. He is 
fond of ſecing, much of the, World. He eats af 
every good diſh,, eſpecially; apple - pie. He drinks 
old hock. He bas a very ſime temper. He is 
ſomewhat of an humouriſt, and a little tinctured 
with pride.“ Ele has a good. Manly countenance, 
and he owns himſelf to be amorous. He has in- 
finite viyacity, yet is obſeryed at times to have z - 
melancholy caſt, He is rather fat than lean 1a. 
ther ſhort than tall, rather young than old. His 
ſhoes are neatly made, and he never wears ſpec- 
tacles. The length of his walking · ſtick is not as 
yet aſcertained; but we hope ſoon to favour the 
republic of letters with a ſolution of this difficulty, 
as ſeveral able mathematicians are employed in its 


GB LETTER fn 
inveſtigation, and for that purpoſe have poſted 
nongate, & chat When the gentleman faunters 
down to the Abbey of Holyrood-houſe, in order 
to think on ancient days, on King James the Fifth, 
and on Queen Mary, they may compute its alti- 
F | 


e hive tas . 80 ab . 
ing Thurſday the 24th, as the day of our meet- 
ing. I exult in the proſpect of felicity that Is 
before us. Fingal and your Critical Review ſhall 
accompany me. I will not anticipate your plea- 
fure in reading the Highland bard ; only take my 
| word for it, he will make you feel that you have 
a ſoul. I ſhall remember your other commiſſions, 
Continue to truſt me *till you find me negligent. 


I beg it of you, for once, be a Frenchman, | 
323 
worſhip Lady B—. 


Ar 


Your 22 Friend, 


Ian, Hwang, 
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to bet he nd e lei fark ara ment 
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nit ns I 137 New Tee, Dec. 16, 37614 


"Deir Boswürt, 1 u ebe a a Ie 


WIr T a pen, can kerateb, or ink can flow, 

as floods can 9 3 or winds can blow, which 
you'll obſerve is a very pretty rhime, I ſu down 
on a chair which Has really a very bad bottom, 
being made of wood, and anſwer your epiſtl 
which 1 received this moment 3 it is, dated on Sa 
turday t the lach, which Was really the 12th, ac- 
cording to the computation. of the beſt chrono- 
logiſts : this is a blunder which Sir Iaac Newton 
would never have excuſed ; but I a man no leſs 
great, forgive it from my ſoul; and I here de- 
clare, that I will never upbraid you with it in any 
company or converſation, even though that con- 
verſation ſhould turn upon the quickeſt and moſt 
pleaſant method of ſwallowing oyſters, when you 
know I might very naturally introduce i — 


I confeſs is ſingularly filly in me to turn the 
page in this manner, and that I ſhould have fol- 
lowed your example, or rather enſample, as ſome 
great judges of ſtile uſually write it. I ſec by the 


and I hear he is going to publiſh a whole volume 


news-papers, that Fingal is to be publiſhed at 
„* 2. A e 


I will bn at Glaſgow on 
the 24th day of the month, being exactly that 
day which precedes Chriſtmas, as was ingeniouſſy 
obſerved by Mr. Sheridan in his fourth Locturez 


of diſcoveries all as notable 'as this, which I ima- 
gine will exceed bis lectures greatly. | 9 


* Pray now be faithful to this appointment, and 


tlc commit this letter to the guidance of Pro- 


vidence, Hoping chat it wil abr na or fat 
of being duly delivered. | 
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The ſtorms of f night deſcended, the winds rolled 
| along the clouds with all their ghoſts, around the 
rock the dark waves bur, and ſhewed their flam- 

ing boſoms, loud ruſhed the blaſt 11975 the 
kale oaks, and the voice of "the ſpirit of the 
mountains was heard in our halls ; 1 
turday, when lo! at once the poſtman came, 
mighty was his ftriding i in the kitchen, and 
was his voice for ale, In ſhort, I have as yet 
received no letter from you, and great is my won- 
der and aſtoniſhment, even Donaldſon has not ſens 
me my Critical Review ; would to God he had 
one rap from Fingal s ſword of Lans. 


. 


1 feel myſelf at this preſent moment capable of 
writing a letter which would delight you, but f 


am determined not to do it, and this is the ſe- 


3 > 
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vere puniſhment of your neglect, I with-holdthe 
treaſures of my 1 ou 
CO Rene pas: 5d 


2 Fac F<, Les — lek * 
molt exquiſite entertainment, in the peruſal, of 
the noble works of Offian, the greateſt poet, in 
my opinion, that ever compoſed, and who ex- 
ceeds Homer, Virgil, and Milton. "He tranſports 
us by the grandeur of his ſublime, or by ſome 
ſudden ſtart of tenderneſs he melts us into diſtreſs : 
Who can n read, without the warmeſt emotions, 


when he laments. his blindneſs, "and the death of 
his friends ?- But how are we animated when the 
memory of former years comes ruſping on his 
mind, and the light of the ſong riſes in his ſoul: 

It is quite impoſſible to expreſs my. admiration of 
his Poems ; at particular paſſages I felt my whole 
frame trembling with ecſtacy; but if I was to 
deſcribe all. my thoughts, you would think me ab- 
{olutely mad. The beautiful wildnels of his fancy 
is inexpretiibly agreeable to the imagination; for 
inſtance, the mournful found from the untouched 
harp when a hero is going to fall, or the awful 


prep of his Of and ſpirits, it 


. ' 1 
: 

: 
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Notwichſtanding all theſe. beauties, we ſhall 
ſtill continue pedants, and Homer and Virgil will 

be read and quoted, when Offiarr ſhall bo totally 
fargot ; this,, without the gift of prophecy, I can 
foreſee ; much could I enlarge upon this ſubject, 
bue this muſt not be a long letter. Belleve ne 
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gg 2 Edinburgh, Jun. 11 e 


Der Eckig, „Res e 

NSTEAD N to excuſe my! 

for negleRing ſo long to write, I ſhall preſent 
you with ſome original conjeQtures of my own, 
upon the way and manner in which you have been 
affected upon” this preſent occaſion. And here I 
muſt premiſe, that in ſo doing I ſhall not follow 
the formal and orderly method of Biſhop Latimer, 
in his Sermons before King Edward the Sixth; 
but, on the contrary, ſhall adopt the eaſy, de- 
ſultory ſtile of one whom at preſent I ſhall not 
venture to name, but leave that to ſome future 
ingenious commentator on the epiſtolary cor- 
reſpondence of the Hon. Andrew Erſkine, and 
James Boſwell, Eſq; 


Either you have been ſunk into a frigid ſtate 
of liſtleſs indifference, and gone whiſtling up and 
down the room upon a. fife, and murmuting at 
intervals, while you took breath; let him do as 
he likes, let him pleaſe himſelf; yes, yes, let him 
ſoap his own beard, Or you have fck the moſt 


LET T'E'R XVI 6g 
delicate pangs of afflicted ſenſibility, and uttered 
tender tales of woe in foftly-plaintive numbers. 


The ſavage bard returns no humourous line, 
No Tragic Ode now ſooths my foul to reſts 
In vain I fly to Lady B—'$ wine, 112A 
Nor can a hearty ſupper make me bleſt. 1 
Or you have bürnsd, raged, and fried bay 3 
thrice-amorous ſwain in the renowned Engliſh 
tranſlation of Voi Amante, and perhaps. thundered 
forth all the Anathemas which Triſtram Shandy 
has borrowed from the church of Rome, and tranſ- 
ferred to poor Obadiah, ook hd 


Zy this time, the ſtorm is blown over. rr. Tha. 
merry letter has made you grin, : and ſhow every. 
expreſſion of laughter. You are now in very 
good humour, and are in all human probability. 
faying to yourſelf, My good friend Boſwell, is a 
moſt excellent correſpondent. It is true he is in- 
dolent, and diſſipated, as the celebrated Parſon, 
Brown of Carliſle fays, and he frequently is a 
little negligent : but when he does write, ye Gods ! 


bow he does write! In ſhort, to fling him bis 
3 8 
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Jamzs BoswELL. 
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New-Tarbat, Jan. 20, 1562. 
Dear BoswELt, | 


T is a kind of maxim, or rule in life; never 


to begin a thing without having an eye to- 
wards the concluſion ; certainly this rule was ne- 
ver better obſerved than in your laft letter, in 
which indeed I am apt to think you kept the con- 
eluſion rather too much in view, or perhaps you 
forgot the beginning altogether, which is not un- 
frequently the caſe with you; but you do theſe 
things with fo little compunction, that I ſhall 
very ſoon ceaſe to forgive you, and anſwer you 
in the ſame manner. It is to be feared, that the 
diſſolution of our correſpondence will immediately 
follow, or dwindle into half a page of your text 
hand, which I always look'd upon as a deteſtable 
invention: if all this that I dread happens, we ſhall 
then ceaſe to be reckoned men of LeTTERs. 


I find it recorded in the hiſtory of the eaſtern 
Roman Empire, that it was the cuſtom, when- 
ever the inhabitants of Conſtantinople mutinied 
for want of bread, to whip all the bakers through 
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68 LETTER XVII. 
the city, which always appeaſed the populace ; in 
like manner, Boſwell, I having dreamt a few 


nights ago, that 1 had whipt you ſevetely, find | 
my wrath and reſentment very much mollified ; 


not ſo much indeed 1 confeſs, as if I had anlly | 


had the pleaſure of actually correcting you, but 
however I am pretty well ſatisfied, You was 
quite miſtaken as to the manner I bore your 
e T only thought it was a little droll, 


Donaldſon tells me, that he wants thirty or 
forty pages to compleat his volume; pray don t 
let him inſert any nonſenſe to fill it up, but try 
John Home and John R—, who I hear is 2 
very good poet; you may alſo hint the thing o | 
== has. ſome excellent Poems by him, | 


Since I aw you, 1 received a letter ſrom Mr. 
8 ; it is filled with encomiums upon you : | 
he ſays there is a great deal of humility i in your” 
vanity, a great deal of tallneſs in your ſhortneſs, 
and a great deal of whiteneſs in your black com- 
plexion. He ſays there's a great deal of poetry 
in your proſe, and a great deal of proſe in your 
poetry. He ſays, that as to your late publication,. 
there is a great deal of Ode in your dedication, 
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and a great deal of dedication in your Ode; it 
would amaze you to ſee how D-—— keeps up 
this ſee-ſaw, which you'll remark has prodigious 
wit in it. He ſays, there is a great deal of coat 
in your waiſtcoat, and a great deal of waiſtcoat 
in your coat; that there is a great deal of liveli- 
neſs in your ſtupidity, and a great deal of ſtu- 
pidity in your livelineſs; but to write you all he 
| ſays, would require rather more fire in my grate, 
than there is at preſent ; and my fingers would 
undoubtedly be numb'd, for there is a great deal 
of ſnow in this froſt, and a great deal of froſt in 
this ſnow : in ſhort, upon this occaſion he writes 
like a Chriſtian and a Poet, and Mao er 
an Orator, and a Jew, | | 


Pray, Boſwell, tell me particularly in your firſt 
letter, how Fingal has been received ; that book 
will ſerve me as a criterion, to diſcover the taſte 
of the preſent age. Boſwell, imitate me in your 
writing ; obſerve how cloſely the lines are joined, 
how near the words are written to one another, 
and how ſmall the letters are form'd ; I am praiſe- 
worthy in this particular. Adieu. 


Yours ſincerely, 


ANDREW ERSKINE, 
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LETTER XVII. 


Edinburgh, Jan. 22, 1768: 
Dear ExskIxx, | | 


TJ Would not for all the books in Donaldſon's 
1 ſhop that our correſpondence ſhould - ceaſe, 
Rather, much rather would I trot a horſe in the 
hotteſt day in ſummer, between Fort George and 
Aberdeen ; rather, much rather would I hold the 
office of him who every returning noon plays up- 
on the muſic- bells of the good town of Edin- 
burgh ; and rather, much rather would I be con- 
demned to paſs the next ſeven years of my life, 
as a ſpiritleſs ſtudent at the college of Glaſgow. 


Let our wit, my friend, continue to ſhine in 
2 ſucceſſion of brilliant ſparkles. Let there be no 
more diſtance between each flaſh of vivacity, but 
what is neceſſary for giving time to obſerve its 
ſplendid radiance. I hope I ſhall never again ap- 
proach ſo near the clod of clay. I hope the fire 
of my genius ſhall never again be fo long in 
kindling, or ſo much covered up with the droſs 
of ſtupidity. ; | 


LETTER XVII. 7. 
1 have defired Donaldſon to cauſe his corre- 
ſpondent at London, to ſend a copy of the firſt 


volume of his collection to each of the Reviews, 
that is to ſay, to Hamilton and Griffiths, with 
whoſe names the ſlate-blue covers of theſe awful 
oracles of criticiſm are inſcribed, 


| Donaldſon has yet about thirty-ſix pages of the 
| ſecond Volume to print. I have given him two 
hundred lines more. He is a loadſtone of pro- 
digious power, and attracts all my poetic needles, 
The Volume will be out next week; the dif- 
ferent pieces of which it is compoſed are, to be 
ſure, not all of equal merit. But is not that the 
cale in every miſcellaneous collection, even in 
that excellent one publiſhed by Mr, Dodſley? 
The truth is, that a Volume printed in a ſmall 
type exhauſts an infinite quantity of copy (to talk 
technically) ſo that we muſt not be over-nice in 
our choice, nor think every man in our ranks 
below fize, who does not come up to the clevated 


ſtandard of Captain Andrew. * 


D——* encomiums have rendered my humility 


ſill prouder ; they are indeed ſuperb, and worthy 

of an oppoſer of the German war. I ſuppoſe 

they have not loſt a bit of beef by their long 
F 4 
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journey, and I ſhould imagine that the Highland 
air has agreed well with them, and that they have 
agreed well with the Highland air. They occa- 
n "OA and much 
heart in my laughter. 75 


They have at laſt caring me; fo 
that I am going about like a horſe wanting a 
halter, ready to be bridled and ſaddled by the firſt 
re who is ſo very fortunate as to lay hold of 

A ſimile not to be found in any author ans» 
— | 


We had a ſplendid ball at the Abbey of Holy. 
rood-houſe, on the Queen's' birth-day, given by 
Colonel Graeme. I exhibited my exiſtence in a 
minuet, and as I was dreſt in a full chocolate 
ſuit, and wore my moſt ſolemn countenance, I 
looked as you uſed to tell me, like the fifth act 
of a deep Tragedy. Lord K—— danced with 
Miſs C-—, by the fire of whoſe eyes, his melo- 
dious lordſhip's heart is at preſent in a ſtate of 
combuſtion. Such is the declaration which he 
makes in loud whiſpers many a time and oft. 


Our friend H 8. is in town this win- 
ter, He is a moſt ſurpriſing old fellow. Iam 
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told be is ſome years paſt ſoxty ; and yet he has all 
—_— and frolic, and whim of the ſprightlieſt 


to rank all mankind under 
the tion of Gilbert. He patroles 
ION idnight as much as ever, and beats 
with as much vigour the town- guard drum; nor 
is his affeftion for the company of blind Gdlers, in 
the leaſt abated, - 41 '% 


Fingal has been very warmly received at Lon- 
don. A ſecond edition of it is juſt now come 
out. The public taſte you will allow is good at 
preſent : long may it laſt. Long may the voice of 
the venerable bard be heard with unaffected plea- 


ſure, 


I ſee your regiment is ordered for England. I 
hope you will be allowed to recruit, or have leave 
of abſence, as it would be very ſevere upon you 
to be moved from your preſent ſituation, 


If you will number the lines in our pages, you 
will. find I have twenty-three, whereas you have 
only eighteen. 


I incloſe you the ſorrowful lamentation of a 
ſtabler, called Hutchiſon, who, on Wedneſday 
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laſt was whipt thro” this town, for forcing away 
a young man as a recruit, and beating him un- 
mercifully. The ſaid lamentation you will find is 
in verſe; and altho” fold for a ſingle penny, is a 
work of remarkable merit. The exordium is/ a 
paſſionate addreſs to Captains all ; amongſt whom, 
who can more properly be reckoned than Captain 
Andrew ? 


] remain your ſincere friend, 


Janes BoswELL. 


C 75 1 


. XIX. 
FRG | Morpeth, Feb. 7, 1762. 


Dear BosWELL, * 


ND lo I am at Morpeth, 1 
| every accident that could poſſibly happen to a 
man in a poſt-chaiſe, overturns, breaking of ſprings, 
dropping of wheels, and ſticking in roads, tho 
with four horſes. We imagine we are to remain in 
this town ſome time. Upon looking over my 
poems, in the fecond volume, I find ſeveral errors ; 
I'm afrajd you have not corrected the Pom ſo vio- 
lently as you boaſted. 


Perhape, Boſwell, this will be the worſt and 
the ſhorteſt letter I ever wrote to you; I'm writing 
in an inn, and half a dozen people in the room; 
but when I'm ſettled in lodgings of my own, expect 
epiſtles in the uſual ſtile. I think you two or three 
times have treated me as I treat you now, ſo 


J remain your moſt humble ſervant, 


And affectionate friend, 


ANDREW ERSKIRE. 


P. S. Never was there ſuch a tame © ſubjected per- 
ſormance as this. 
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L E TTL 2 xXx. 
Morpeth, Feb. 8, b 
on, $798 


I Bro you will get a copy of the ſecond volume 
of the Poems, and ſend me it by the man 
who brings you this ; let it be a neat one, well- 
bound : pray tell me what people ſay of the book. 
Your currant-jelly is good, has a delicious flavour, 
and taſtes much of the fruit, as my aunts ſay. I 
did not make out all the names in your Race, 
Ballad cleverly, 


J am till in the way I was, when IT wrote you 
laſt, in a public-houſe, and peſtered with noiſe : 
I have not above fix ideas at preſent, and none of 
them fit for a letter. Dear Boſwell, farewell! 
pray for my recovery from this lethargy of ſpirits 
and ſenſe which has ſeiz d me. 


Yours, &c. 


ANDREW ERSKiINE. 
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LETTER XN. 
Edinburgh, Feb. 16, 1762. 
Dear ERsKIxx, 1 

O ſee your brother —— at Morpeth, will, 1 

dare ſay, ſurpriſe you as much as it did me, 

to find him here, In ſhort, nothing will ſerve him 

but a fight of the Britiſh capital, although he is 

already much better acquainted with it than either 
you or I, | 


What has at preſent inſtigated him I own I am 
puzzled to diſcover : but I ſolemnly and merrily 
declare, that I never yet ſaw any body fo exceſ- 
ſively enamoured of London. The effects of this 
violent paſſion are deeply impreſt upon every fea- 
ture in his countenance, his noſe not excepted, 
which is abſolutely moſt ſurprifing. His body is 
tofled and ſhaken, like one afflicted with the hot fit 
of an ague, or the ſevereſt paroxyſms of convul- 
fion. Then as to his mind, it is altogether diſtem- 
pered. He is perpetually declaiming on the mag- 
nificence, the liberty, and the pleaſure, which reigns 
in the imperial Britiſh metropolis, He ſwears, that 
in that glorious place alone we can enjoy life. He 
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fays, there is no breathing beyond St. James's ; and 
he affirms, that the air of that delicious ſpot is ce- 
Jeſtial. He ſays, there is no wit except at the Bed- 
ford; no military genius but at George's; no wine 
but at the Star and Garter; no turbot except at the 
Tilt-Vard. He aſſerts, that there are no cloaths 
made beyond the liberties of Weſtminſter; and he 
firmly holds Cheapſidt to be the fole mart of ſtock- 
ings, It would fill up two-thirds of a quarto vo- 
lume to enumerate the various extravagant excla- 
mations into which he breaks out. He declares, 

Wn - that for his own part, he will never go to church - 
except to St. Paul's, nor to a lady's private lodg- 
ings, except in the neighbourhood of Soho- 
ſquare, 


Ox ——_— — — 
- * 
Th 


— 


I beg it of you, my friend, be very attentive to 
him; obſerve his appearance and behaviour with 
the greateſt accuracy, ſo that between us we may 
be able to have a pretty juſt notion of this wonder- 
ful affair, and may faithfully draw up his caſe to be 
read before the Royal Society, and tranſmitted to 
poſterity in theſe curious annals the Philoſophical 
| Tranſactions, | 
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I have ſent you the ſecond volume, which Do- 
naldſon begs leave to preſent you with, in conſide- 


LET LA XXI 79 
ration of your being one of thoſe who bear the 
brunt of the day. He has alſo done me the ſame 
honour. No plain ſhop copy ; no, no, elegantly 
bound and gilt, 


Adieu, yours fincerely, 


James BosWELL, 


LET 'T'E R XXII. 

Morpeth, March 2, 1763. 

H Boſwell! if you found yourſelf in the 
middle of the Firth of Forth, and the ſea 

faſt up-ſpringing through every leak, after the 
ſkipper had remonſtrated, in the moſt warm man- 
ner, againſt proceeding to croſs the water; or if, 
like me, you found yourſelf in the midſt of a ſen- 
tence, without knowing how to end it, you could 
not feel more pain than I do at this inſtant : in 
| ſhort, I have had a very excellent letter of yours 
in my left waiſtcoat-pocket this fortnight; is that 
letter anſwered ? you ſay: Oh! let the reply to 
this queſtion be buried in the bottom of the Red 
Sea, where I hope no future army will ever diſturb 
it ; or let it be inſerted in the third volume of Do- 
naldſon's Collection, where it will never be found, 
as the book will never be opened. What would I 
not do to gain your pardon ? I would even ſwear 


that black was white ; that's to ſay, I would praiſe 
the fairneſs of your complexion, 


By that ſmile which irradiates your countenance, 
like a gleam of the moon, through the black 
clouds of the ſouth ; by the melting of that poma- 
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tum which gives your hair a gloſs, like the firſt 


beaming of a new ſuit of regimentals on an aſſem- 
bly night, when twenty fidlers ſweat ; by the gran- 
deur of your pinchbeck buckles ; by the ſolemnity 
of your ſmall noſe ; by the blue expended in waſh» 
ing your ſhirts ; by the. rotundity of your Bath 
great coat; by the well-poliſh'd key of your port- 
manteau z by the tag of your ſhoe ; by the tongue 
of your buckle ; by your taylor's bill; by the laſt 


kiſs of Miſs C——— ; by the firſt guinea you 


ever had in your poſſeſſion; and chiefly by all the 
nonſenſe you have juſt read, let the kneeling Cap- 
tain (who is at preſent ſitting on his backſide) find 


favour in your eyes, and then, my Ode to Good- 


nature ſhall be inſcribed to you, while your Ode 


to Ingratitude 2 ſuppoſe, is finiſhed) ſhall 


be burnt. 


8 „ anc 
ſee A— here; I noted him, according to your direc- - 
tion, with a critical eye; like a gentleman in a line 
which you may remember I made on the Caſtle. 
hill, he ſeemed, to have taken the Tower of 


London for his bride ; every feature, and every 
limb was changed wonderfully; his noſe re- 


ſembled Weſtminſter-Bridge; his checks were like 


G 


i 
N 
ö 
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Bloomsbury-Square ; his high forchead like Con- 
ſtitution-Hill; his chin like China-Row ; his 
tongue and his teeth looked like Almack's in Pall- 
Mall; his lips .like the Shakeſpeare's Head ; his 
fiſts like Hockley-in-the-Hole; his ears like the 
Opera- Houſe-; his eyes like a harlequin entertain- 
ment; his ſtomach was like Craven-ſtreet ; his 
cheſt: like the trunk-maker's in the corner of St. 
Paul's Church- yard; the calf of his leg like Lea- 
denhall-market ; his pulſe like the Green-market - 
in. Covent-Garden ; his neck like Tyburn; and 
his gait like Newgate ; his navel like Fleet-ſtreet, 
and his lungs and his bladder were like Blowhlad- - 
der-ſtreet: every thing about him ſeemed meta- 
morphoſed ; he had. moulded his hat into the form 
of the Manſion-Houſe; ſome guineas which he 
had, looked like the Change; but it would be te- 
dious to relate every particular; however, I muſt 
not let his converſation be forgot, tho it was 
much of a piece with that you ſo humourouſly re- 
late: he ſwore to me he never ſaw a rag fit for a 
gentleman to wear, but in Rag- fair; he ſaid there 
was no ſcolding but at Billingſgate; and he avow'd 
there were no bad poets but in Grub-ſtreet ; 1 
could not ſtand that, I bid him call to remem- 
brance an acquaintance of his who lived in the Par- 
liament-Cloſe, and alſo a relation of kis who for- 
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merly reſided in Campbells Land; he ſmiled, and 
confeſſed theſe were really very bad poets, but that 
he was not convinced for all that; upoff this, to put 
the matter out of all diſpute, I offered to lend him 
the firſt and ſecond volumes of Donaldſon's Col- 
lection. At that very moment the hoſtler informed - 
him the chaiſe was ready, and he til] remains ig- 
norant where the worſt poets in the world are 
Tell me how our ſecond volume is received ; 1 
was much pleaſed with N s lines; how did he 
get them inſerted? I intend writing a criticiſm 
upon the volume, and upon your writings in par- 
ticular, ſo tremble. | 


Yours moſt affectionately, 


Anprew Exskixz. 


P. S. I hope you'll write to me ſoon. 


TEX 7-673 


fl 


Edinburgh, March 9, 1762. 


Dear Exskane, 


AN a man walk up the Cowgate after a 

heavy rain without dirtying his ſhoes? 1 
might have ſaid the ſoles of his ſhoes :—and, in- 
deed, to put the matter beyond diſpute, I would 
yet have you to underſtand me fo ; for although | 
nothing is ſo common as to uſe a part for the 
whole; yet if you ſhould be out of humour with 
2 bad dinner, a bad lodging, an illYreſt ſhirt, or 
an ill-printed book, you might be diſpoſed to cavil, 
and object, that in critical precifion of language, 
(ſuppoſing a man to walk flow) he could not be 
ſaid to have dirtied his ſhoes, no more than a 
boarding-ſchool girl, who has cut her finger in 
paring an apple, could _ _ to have mangled 
her carcaſs, 


But to proceed; can a man make a pilgrimage 
to the Holy Land from the Iſland of Great Bri- 
tain, without the aid of navigation? Can a 
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man walk in the Mall at noon, carrying his 
breeches upon an enormous long pole, without 
being laughed at? Can a man of acknowledged 
. Ignorance and ſtupidity, write a tragedy ſuperior 
to Hamlet? or a genteel comedy, ſuperior to the 
Careleſs Husband? I need not wait for an an- 
ſwer. No word but no, will do: it is ſelf-evi- 
dent. No more, my friend, can he who is loſt in 
diſſipation, write a letter. I am at preſent ſo 
circumſtanced ; accept this ſhort line in ud 
to your laſt, nnn | 


Your affeRiofate Friend, 


JAMES BoswELL. 


— — 
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| New-Tarbat, April 15, 1762. 


Dear BoswzII, 

HE fun which roſe on Wedneſday laſt, 
T with. his firſt beams beheld you ſet out for 
| Auchinleck, but he did not ſee me arrive in Edin- 
burgh ; however, he was good-natured enough to 
lend > little light to the moon, by the help of 
which, about twelve at night I landed at Peter 
Ramſay's : the thoughts of ſeeing you next day 
kept up my ſpririts, during a ſtage of ſeventeen 
miles. William he ſnored; I called upon you, 
after being refreſhed with ſoft ſlumbers, in which 
my guardian genius did not inform me of your 
abſence; but oh ! when the maid told me you 
was gone, what were my emotions | ſhe behold- 
ing me affected in a moſt ſupreme degree, tried 
to adminiſter comfort to me, and plainly told me, 
that you would be very ſorry you had miſſed me, 
this delivered in an elegant * ſooth'd me 


prodigiouſly. 
1 began writing this at Graham's in Glaſgow, 
but was interrupted by a jowl of Salmon; every 
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thing there reminded me of you. I was in the 
ſame room you and I were in, you ſeemed placed 
before me, your face beamed a black ray upon 
me. | . 


I am now at New-Tarbat, once more returned 
to the ſcenes of calm retirement, and placid 1 medi- 
tation, as Mr. Samuel Johnſon ſays in tle Idler. 
We all wiſh to have you here, and we All agree 
in thinking, that there is nothing to hinder you 
to come. 


I muſt beg your pardon ſeriouſly for not writ- 
ing to you, but I was really in ſuch bad ſpirits, 
and ſuch ill temper, at that curſed place Morpeth, 
that it was impoſſible; but I aſſure you, I will 
make up terribly. I am recruiting again; I be- 
| Heve our regiment won't go abroad this ſummer. 
J was glad to ſee by the London news-papers, that 
Mr. Robert Dodfley had at laſt publiſned your 
Cub: Mr. H ſhewed me a very ſevere Epi- 
gzram that ſomebody in London had written upon 
it. You know it is natural to take a lick at 
a Cub. Pray come to us, I cannot all at once 
come into the way of letter-writing again, ſo 6 
muſt conclude, Dear Boſwell, 
Your affectionate friend, 

ANDREW ERSKINE. 


G4 
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Auchinleck, April 22, 1762, 

Dear ExsxIxx, | 
HIS is a ſtrange world Pu we live K 
& Things turn out in a very odd manner. 
Every day produces ſomething more wonderful 
than another. Earthquakes, murders, conflagra- 
tions, inundations, jubilees, operas, marriages, 
and peſtilence, unite to make mortal men gape 
and ſtare. But your laſt letter and mine being 
wrote on the ſame day, aſtoniſhes me ſtill morg 

than all theſe things put together, 


This is the moſt unaccountable rhodomontade 
that I ever uttered. I am really dull at preſent, 
and my affectation to be clever, is exceedingly 
aukward. My manner reſembles that of a foot- 
man who has got an enſign's commiſſion, or a 
kept miſtreſs who is made a wiſe. 


J have not at any time been more inſipid, more 
muddy, and more ſtanding-water like than I am 
juſt now. The country is my averſion. Tt ren- 
ders me quite torpid. Were you here juſt now, 
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you would behold your vivacious friend a moſt 
ſtupid exhibition. It is very ſurpriſing that the 
country ſhould affect me ſo; whether it be that 
the ſcenes to be met with there, fall infinitely 


ſhort of my ideas of paſtoral ſimplicity ; or that | 


have acquired ſo ſtrong a reliſh for, the variety 


and hurry of a town life, as to languiſh in the 


ſtillneſs of retirement; or that the atmoſphere 
is too moiſt and heavy, I ſhall not determine. 


I have now pretty good hopes of getting ſoon 
into the guards, that gay ſcene of life of which I 
have been fo long and fo violently enamoured, 


Surely this will cauſe you to rejoice. 


I have lately had the pleaſure and the pride 


of receiving a moſt brilliant epiſtle from Lady 
B-—, It excells Captain Andrew's letters by 
many degrees. I have picked as many diamonds 
out of it, as to make me a compleat fet of buc- 


kles; I have turned ſo much of it into brocade : 
waiſtcoats, and ſo much into a very rich ſuit of 


embroidered horſe- furniture. I know how un- 


equal I am to the taſk of anſwering it; never 
theleſs preſent her Ladyſhip with the incloſed, -. 
It may amuſe her a little. It is better to have - 


two ſhillings in the pound, than nothing at all. 


x _ 
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I was really ſhocked at the lethargy of our cor. 
reſpondence. Let it now be renovated with in- 
creaſe of ſpirit, ſo that I may not only ſubſcribe 
myſelf your ſincere friend, but your witty 

companion, | 


James BosweLLy 
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New. Tarbat, May 1, 1762. 


ELL then, my friend, you leave the bar, 

N Reſolv d on drums, on dreſs, and war, 
While fancy paints in livelieſt hues, 

Swords, ſaſhes, ſhoulder-xnots, reviews, 

You quit the ſtudy of the laws, 

And ſhew a blade in Britain's cauſe, 

Of length to throw into a trance, 

The frighten'd kings of Spain and France! 

A hat of fierceſt cock is ſought, | 

And your cockade's already bought, 

While on your coat there beams a lace, 

That might a captain-general grace ! 


— — 


For me, who never ſhow admir'd, 
Or very long ago was tir d, 
I can with face unmoy'd behold, 
A ſcarlet ſuit with glittering gold ; 
And tho” a ſon of war and ftrife, 
Deteſt the liſtleſs languid life; 
Then coolly, Sir, I ſay repent, 
And in deriſion hold a tent; 


or 
Leave not the ſweet poetic band, 

To ſcold recruits, and pore on Bland, 

Our military books won't charm ye, 

Not even th enchagting liſt o'th' army. | 


Truſt me, 'twill be a fooliſh ſight, 
To ſee you facing to the right; 
And then, of all your ſenſe bereft, 
Returning back unto the left; 
Alas! what tranſport can you feel, 
In turning round on either heel ? 
Much ſooner would I chuſe indeed, 
To ſee you ſtanding on your head; 
Or with your breeches off to rub, 
Foul cloaths, and dance within a tub, 
Like Scottiſh laſſes on the green, 
When every naked limb is ſeen, 
And all without a bluſh reveal'd, 
By modeſt maids with care conceal'd. 


Beſides, my dear Boſwell, we find in all hiſtory 
ancient and modern, lawyers are very apt to run 
away. Demoſthenes the Greek, writer to the 
ſignet, who managed the great ſuit againſt Philip 
of Macedon, fairly ſcoured off, I think, at the 
battle of Cheronea; and Cicero the Roman ad- 
vocate is univerſally accuſed of cowardice. I am 
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not indeed ignorant that ſome of your anceſtors 
behaved well at Flowden; but as they loſt the 
day, I think the omen but bad, and as they were 


killed, I think that makes the omen till worſe ; 
however, perhaps you don't think ſo, and I allow 
that argument to be very convincing, and rather 


more concluſive, than if you had ſaid, I don't 


know that.“ 


You complain much of the country, and you 
aſſign various reaſons for diſliking it; among others, 
you imagine the atmoſphere too moiſt and heavy; 
J agree with you in that opinion, all the black 
clouds in the ſky are continually preſſing upon 


you, for as the proverb ſays, Like draws to like. 
Believe me, I have ſometimes taken you at a 


diſtance, for the pillar of ſmoke which uſed to 


accompany the Iſraelites out of Egypt ; it would 
be impoſſible to tell how many things I have taken 


you for at different times; ſometimes I have taken 


you for the witches cauldron in Macbeth; this re- 
ſemblance was in ſome degree warranted by your 
figure and ſhape ; ſometimes for an enormous ink- 
bottle ; ſometimes for al funeral proceſſion; now 
and then for a chimney ſweeper, and not unfre- 
quently for a black-pudding. For my part, Boſ- 
well, I muſt confeſs I am fond of the country to 
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a degree; things there are not ſo artificially dll. 
guiſed as in towns, real ſentiments are difcovereds 


and the paſſions play naturally and without re- 
A, AG for cxmtaple;/-it was only in de 
country, I could have found out Lady — 
cartieularrattachinent; to the tube of -Appie A- 


Nab; in the town, no doubt, ſhe would have-pre- 


£ 


tended a great liking for Voi Amante ; in the town, 


I never would have ſeen Lady B-— go out 
armed for feat of the Turkey-cock, which is her 


daily practice here, and leaves room for number- 


leſs. reflections; ſhe, cannot eat Turkeys when 


roaſted or boiled; and ſhe dreads them when alive 
ſo much, that ſhe diſplays every forenoon a cudgel 


to them, fitted by its ſize to ſtrike terror into a 


bull, or a butting cow. What can her keeping 
of Turkeys be owing to? Aſſuredly to vanity, 
which is of ſuch an inſinuating nature, that we 


ew 


are apt very often to meet it where we leaſt ex- 


pect it; I have ſeen it in an old ſhoe, in a dirty 
ſhirt, in a long noſe, a crooked leg, a red face, 


and you will ſcarcely credit me when I tell you, 
that IJ once met with it in a chamber- pot made 


of the coarſeſt delfr. So much it ſeemed good for 


me to ſay upon the ſubject of vanity, ſupport- 


ing by the: moſt irrefragable arguments, the doc 


trine of Solomon. 
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We had a viſit from Mr. C 


you may draw what inference you pleaſe from 


this intelligence, I give you only a ſimple narra- 
tion of the fact. I am ſurpriſed you ſay nothing 
of my propoſal of your coming here, and ſtill 


more, that you ſay nothing of your Cub. Why 
don't you ſend me a copy? We were all ſo much 
entertained with your letter to Lady B, that 


I was really ſeized with à qualm of envy; we 
regard it as one of thoſe efforts of genius, which 
are only produced by a fine flow of ſpirits, a a 


beautiful day, and a good pen. 


I pray you, Boſwell, note well this ſheet of 
paper, its ſize is magnificent: If Lady B— was 
poſſeſſed of ſuch an extent of plain ground, ſhe 


would undoubtedly throw it into a lawn, and plant - 


it with clumps of trees, ſhe would vary it with 
fiſh-ponds, and render it rural with flocks ; 
here, where I am writing, might a cow feed; 
here might be an arbour; here, perhaps, might 
you recline at full length; by the edge of this 
ſtream might the Captain walk, and in this cor- 
ner, might Lady B— give orders to her ſhep- 


here this morning ; he came in a hai drawn by | 
four bay horſes; I am certain of the number, Fl 


8 
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herds. I am drawn in the moſt irreſiſtible man- 
ner to conclude, by the external impulſe of the 
cloth's being laid, and by the internal impulſe of 
being hungry. Believe me, Boſwell, to be in the 
moſt unconſcionable manner, your affectionate 
friend, 3 | C 5 


AnDrEwW ERSKINE, 


P.S. 1 fend you franks, which return filed 
with the utmoſt wit and humour. 


E 
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Auchinleck, May 4, 1762, 
Captain ! wherefore art thou captain ? 
Why rather not the clerk of Knapton, 
Who on the hill of Ludgate dwells, 
And books in every language ſells ? 
That placid bus'neſs would agree 
With ſuch a quiet man as thee, 
And ſuit your genius better far, 
Than prancing as a ſon of war: 
Methinks I ſee you in the ſhop, 
Quite a new man from tail to top; 
Your ſcarlet cloaths are chang'd to grey, 
On which no lace outſhines the day ; 
No bold lapel now bids defiance 
To men of military ſcience ; 
No ſword hangs dangling on your thigh, 
To check the giver of a lie; 
Alas! I now no more can view 
Your thund'ring longitude of queue, 
A vile obdurate bob appears, 
And hides great Andrews lofty ears ! 


Mark how aſtoniſhing the change ! 
Was ever any thing fo ſtrange ? 
H 
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Is this, ye gods! the potent blade, 

Once dignify'd with a cockade ? 

Is this the heroe who has been 

Admir'd as far as Aberdeen ? 

Who in the North, the other year, 'F 
Beſide the fort at Arderſier, 

In Boſwell's penetrating fight, _ 

Has wheel'd about from left to right, 

When blithe Bob M——'s rouſing roar 

Startled the Petitonian corps? 


Indeed, my friend, I'm of opinion, 
You are not Mars's favourite minion ; 
For cutting throats I'm ſure you hate, 
With all the toils on camps that wait. 
The King of Pruſſia, if he chuſes, 
May court Bellona with the muſes ; 
But I could bet a cod in Lent, 

With the nine girls you are content, 
And with your knitted brows declarc, 
You think Bellona a ſhe-bear, 

That will with horrid jaws devour 
Poor wretched mortals by the hour. 


I think too, honeſt Captain Andrew, 
ure as Sir Godfrey a good hand drew, 
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That you are not a perfect ſlave 

To the amuſements of the brave; 

I mean our modern Britiſh Hectors, 
Of dreſs and faſhion the directors; 
I never ſaw you live fo gay, 
As to exceed three times your pay; 
I never ſaw your cloaths ſo fine, 
As to prevent your drinking wine; 
No tradeſman rowls his gloomy eye, 
And heaves for bills unpaid, a figh ; 
No female labourer in the tub A. 
E'er damns you for a foppiſh ſcrub, 
Altho” you are of ftature tall, 

I never ſaw you grace a ball: 

For you, Edina's ladies might 
Ne'er have a dear aſſembly night; 
Or, as in dancing-fchools they do, 
Be doom'd to trip it two and two; 


And bite their lips, and pinch their ſtays, 


And look at once hve different ways. 
Thus, taking you in every light, 
Pray is not my conjeQure right? 
Pray, Erſkine, do you ever find 
The warlike fury ſtir your mind ? 
I'm ſure, that your external air, 
Has nothing in it n=*#taire. 
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O what a different man am 1 

Who hold my head prodigious high, 

Who move about with haughty ſtride, 

And Port beſeeming martial pride; 

Whoſe viſage looks like dire Macbeth, 

Portending horror, wounds, and death ! 

Weſt Digges, fair Scotland's Roſcius deem'd, 

Ev'n by your critic ſelf eſteem d, 

Ne'er ſhow'd a more intrepid face, 

Ev'n when he fill'd fierce Pierre's place 

For military operation 

I have a wondrous I | 

Ev'n when a boy, with chearful glee, 

The red-coats march I uſed to ſee; 

With joy beheld the corporals drill, 

The men upon the the Caſtle-hill; 

And at the ſound of drum and fife, 

Felt an unuſual flow of life. 

Beſides, my honeſt friend, you know | 

I am a little of a beau. | 

I'm ſure, my friend need nat be told, 

That Boſwell's hat was edg'd with gold; 

And that a ſhining bit of lace, 2 

My browniſh-colour'd ſuit did grace; 

And that mankind my hair might ſee, 

Powder'd at leaſt two days in three. 
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My pinchbeck buckles are admir ld 
By all who are with taſte inſpir uu. 
Trophies of Gallic pride appear... 
The crown to every Frenchman dear, 
And the enchanting fleur de lys, | | 
The flower of flowers you muſt agree 
While for variety's ſweet fake, | + 7 
And witty Charles's tale to wake, 1 564 
The curious artiſt interweaves 

A twiſted bunch of oaken leaves. 


Tell me, dear Erſkine, ſhould not I 
My favourite path of fortune try ? 
Our life, my friend, is very ſhort, 
A little while is all we've for't ; 

And he is bleſt who can beguile, 
With what he likes, that little while. 


—— 


My fondneſs for the guards muſt appear very 
ſtrange to you, who have a rooted antipathy at the 
glare of ſcarlet; But I muſt inform you, that there 
is 2 City called London, for which I have as vio- 
lent an affection, as the moſt romantic lover ever 
had for his miſtreſs, There a man may indeed ſoap 
his own beard, and enjoy whatever is to be had in 
this tranſitory ſtate of things, Every agreeable whim 
may be freely indulged without cenſure, I hope, 
H 3 
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however, you will not impute my living in Eng- 
land, to the ſame cauſe for which Hamlet was 
adviſed to go there; becauſe the people were all as 
mad as himſelf, 

I long much for another of our long converſa- 
tions on a fine forenoon, after breakfaſt, while the 
ſun ſheds light and gladneſs around us. Believe me, 


Yours fincerely, 


JAuzs BosweLr, 
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Auchinleck, May 8, 1762, 
Dear ExsKIN E, | 
SHOULD have wondered very much, had I 
1 been told of Lady s particular attach- 
ment to the tune of Appie, Mac-nab, two months 
ago : but I muſt inform you, that a few days be- 
fore I left Edinburgh, having occaſion to look into 
the advocates library, I there chanced to turn up an 
old Roman ſong-book, and, to my great ſurprize, 
met with the individual air of Appie Mac-nab, 
which I diſcovered to be part of an original Patri- 
cian cantata on the daughter of the famous Appi- 
us, ſet for the Tibiæ ſiniſtræ. In a manuſcript 
marginal note, it is faid to haye been compoſed by 
Tigellius the famous muſician, whoſe death and 
character Horace takes occaſion to entertain and 
inſtruct us with, in the ſecond ſatire of his firſt 
Book. You ſee, therefore, that lady J——'s taſte 
for Italian muſic, cannot be called in queſtion; and 
indeed, I think her liking Appie Mac-nab, is a very 
ſtrong proof of it, as ſhe certainly could not know 
its original. The Roman ſong- book, a very great 
curioſity, was brought from Rome ſome hundred 
years ago, * an old popiſh 
7 
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prieft, who left it as a legacy to the Duke of Gor- 
don. It is probable, that ſome muſician in the 
North af Scotland, has tranſcribed the Appian 
cantata from it, and giving its principal air a Scot- 
tiſh turn, and adapting proper words to it, has pro- 
duced the vulgar ballad of Appie Mac-nab. 


Lady Bs terror for the Turkey- cock, di- 
verts me extremely. Did they but come to an en 
gagement, how noble muſt it be ! The idea makes 
a ſtrong impreſſion on my fancy, I ſhall certainly 
write ſomething aſtoniſhing upon it, 5 ä 


This charming weather has reconciled me to the 


country. It enlivens me exceedingly. I am chear- 
ful and happy. I have been wandering by myſelf, 
all this forenoon, through the ſweeteſt place in the 


world. The ſhun-ſhine is mild, the breeze is 


gentle, my mind is peaceful, I am indulging the 
moſt agreeable reyeries imaginable. I am think- 
ing of the brilliant ſcenes of happineſs, which I 
ſhall enjoy as an officer of the guards. How I 
ſhall be acquainted with all the grandeur of a court, 
and all the elegance of dreſs and diverſions ; be- 
come a favourite of miniſters of ſtate, and the ado- 
ration of ladies of quality, beauty, and fortune 
How many parties of pleaſure ſhall I have in town 


„ 
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How many fine jaunts to the noble ſeats of dukes, 
lords, and members of parliament in the country ! 
J am thinking of the perfect knowledge which I 
ſhall acquire of men and manners, of the intimacies 
Which I ſhall. have the honour to form with the 
learned and ingenious in every ſcience, and of the 
many amuſing literary anecdotes which I ſhall pick 
up. I am thinking of making the tour of Europe, 
and feaſting on the delicious proſpects of Italy and 
France; of feeling all the tranſports of a bard at 
Rome, and writing noble poems on the banks of 
the Tiber. I am thinking of the diſtinguiſhed ho- 
nours which I ſhall receive at every foreign court, 
and of what infinite ſervice I ſhall be to all my 
countrymen upon their travels. I am thinking of 
returning to England, of getting into the houſe of 
commons, of ſpeaking ſtill better than Mr. Pitt, 
and of being made principal ſecretary of ſtate. I am 
thinking of having a regiment of guards, and of 
making a glorious ſtand againſt an invaſion by the 
Spaniards. I am thinking how I ſhall marry a lady 
of the higheſt diſtinction, with a fortune of a hun- 
dred thouſand pounds. I am thinking of my flou- . 
riſhing family of children; how my ſons ſhall be 
men of ſenſe and ſpirit, and my daughters women 
of beauty, and every. amiable perfection. I am 
thinking of the prodigious reſpe& which I ſhall re- 
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ceive, of the ſplendid books which will be dedicated 
to me, and the ſtatues which will be erected to my 
immortal honour. | 


I am thinking that my mind is too delicate, and 
my feelings too fine for the rough buſtle of life ; I 
am therefore thinking that I ſhall ſteal ſilently and 
unperceived through the world ; that I ſhall paſs 
the winter in London, much in the ſame way that 
the Spectator deſcribes himſelf to have done; and 
in ſummer, ſhall live ſometimes here at home; 
ſometimes in ſuch a pleaſing retirement as Mrs. 
Row beautifully paints in her letters moral and en- 
tertaining. I like that book much. I read it when 
L was very young, and I am perſuaded, that it con- 
tributed to improve my tender imagination, I am 
thinking that I ſhall feel my frame too delicate for 
the Britiſh Climate. I am thinking that I ſhall go 
and live in one of the moſt pleaſant provincial 
towns in the South of France, where I ſhall be bleſt 
with conſtant felicity. This is a ſcheme to which 
I could give vaſt praiſe, were I near the beginning 
of my letter ; but as that is very far from being the 
caſe, I muſt reſerve it for a future epiſtle. 


I am glad to find you are fo anxious to hear 
about the Cub at Newmarket, Love me, love my 
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Cub. nn 
Dodſley has not yet ſent me a copy. 


Derrick, a London author, wha you have 
heard me mention, has ſent me his verſifications of 
the battle of Lora, and ſome of the Erſe frag- 
ments. If you want to ſee them, let me have ſome 
franks. | 


I ſhall be at Dumfries ſoon, where I hope toſee my 
friend Johnſton. We will talk much of old Scotch 
hiſtory, and the memory of former years wilt warm 
our hearts. We will alſo talk of Captain Andrew, 
with whom we have paſt many a pleaſant hour, 
Johnſton is a very worthy fellow: I may ſafely ſay 
ſo; for I have lived in intimacy with him, more 
+ e neee eee 


* O moſt renowned of Captains ! hav- 
ing fairly; written myſelf out of pen, ink, and pa- 
per, I conclude with n of 


Four affectionate n 


James BoW] ELT. 


Ia [ 108 ] 


4:6 8 Wi + + 
New-Tarbat, May 19. 17 67 


Dear BoswELL, 

OUR firſt Epiſtle being of a length which 

modern letters ſeldom attain to, ſurpriſed 
me very much; but at the ſight of your ſecond» 
conſiſting of ſuch an exuberant number of ſheets, 
I'was no leſs amazed than if I had wakened at 
three o'clock in the morning, and found mylelf 
faſt claſped in the arms of the empreſs Queen; 
or if I had found myſelf at the mouth of the 
river Nile, half eaten by a crocodile; or if I had 
found myſelf aſcending the fatal ladder in the 
Graſs-market- at Edinburgh, and Mr. Alexander 
Donaldſon the hangman. To confeſs a truth, I 
imagine your funds for letter-writing are quite 
inexhauſtible ; and that the fire of your fancy, 
like the coal at Newcaſtle, will never be burnt 
out; indeed, I look upon you in the light of an 
old ſtocking, in which we have no ſooner mended 
one hole, than out ſtarts another; or I think 
you are like a fertile woman, who is hardly de- 
livered of one child, before ſlap ſhe is five months 
gone with a ſecond, I need not tell you your 
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letters are entertaining; I might as well acquaint 
King George the Third, that he is ſovereign of 
Great Britain, or gravely diſcloſe to my ſervant, 
that his name is William. It is ſuperfluous to 
inform people of what it nnn 
not know. 


Vou think you have a knack of ftory-telling, 


but there you muſt yield to me, if you hearken 
attentively to what I am about to diſcloſe, you 


will be convinced; it is a tale, my dear Boſwell, 


which whether we conſider the turnings and wind- 
ings of fortune, or the ſadneſs of the cataſtrophe, 


is delightful and improving.—-You demand of me, 


Sir, a faithful recital of the events which have 


diſtinguiſhed my life. Though the remembrance. 
of every misfortune which. can depreſs human 
nature, muſt be painful; yet the commands of 
ſuch a revered friend as James Boſwell muſt be 
obeyed ; and Oh, Sir! if you find \any\ of my 


actions blameable, impute them to deſtiny, and 


if you find any of them commendable, impute 


them to my good ſenſe. I am about fifty years of 


age, grief makes me look as if I was fourſcore; 
thirty years ago I was a great deal younger; and 


about twenty years before that, I was juſt born 
as I find nothing remarkable in my life, before 


aw 
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before that event, I ſhall date my hiſtory. from 
that period ; ſome omens happened at my birth : 
Mr. Oman at Leith 'was married at that time; 
this was thought very portentous ; the very day 
my mother was-brought to bed of me, the cat was 
delivered of three kittens; but the world was ſoon 
bereaved of them by death, and I had not the plea- 
ſure of paſſing my infancy with ſuch amiable 
companions ; this was my firſt misfortune, and 
no ſubſequent one ever touched me more nearly; 
delightful innocents ! methinks, I ſtill fee them 
playing with their tails, and galloping after 
corks; with what a becoming gravity did they 
waſh their faces] how meledious was their pur- 
ring! from them I derived any little taſte I have 
for muſic ; I compoſed an Ode upon their death; 
as it was my firſt attempt in poetry, I write it for 
your peruſal you will perceive the marks of genius 
in the firſt production of MY TENDER IMAGINA= 
TION ; and you will ſhed a tear of applauſe and 
forrow, on the remains of thoſe animals, fo 
dear to the premature years of your mourning 
and lamenting friend, 
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r 
Ox THz DEATH or THREE KITTENS. 


STROPHE. 
T TEND, ye watchful cats, 
Attend the ever lamentable ſtrain; * 
For cruel death, moſt kind to rats, 
Has kill'd the ſweeteſt of the ee 


8 ANSTROPHE. 
- How pleas'd did I ſurve © © 
: ' Your beauteous whiſkers as they daily grew, | 
I mark'd your eyes that beam'd ſo grey, 
But little thought that nine lives were too few. 
EpoDE. | | 
It was delight to fee 
My lovely kittens three, | 
When after corks through all the room they flew, 
When oft in gameſome guiſe they did their tails 
: purſue, | 
When thro! the houſe, 
_ You hardly, hardly, heard a mouſe ; 
And every rat lay ſaug and flill, 
And quiet as a thief in mill; 
But curſed death has with a blow, 
Laid all my hopes low, low, low, low : 
Had that foul fiend the leaſt compaſſion known; 
I ſhould not now lament my beauteous kittens gone; 
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You have often . what made me fuch 


a miſerable ſpectacle; grief for the death of my 
kittens, has wrought the moſt wonderful effects 


upon me; grief has drawn my. teeth, pulled 
out my hair, hollowed my eyes, bent my back, 
crooked. my legs, and marked my face with the 
ſmall-pox ; but 1 give over this ſubject, ſeeing it 
will have too great a hold of your tender imagina- 
tion: I find myſelf too much agitated with me- 
lancholy, to proceed any longer in my life to-day ; 
the weather alſo is extremely bad, and a thouſand 
mournful ideas ruſh into my mind ; I am totally 
overpowered with them ; I will now diſburthen 
myſelf to you, and ſet down each ſad thought as it 
occurs. 


I am thinking how I will never get a clean ſhirt 
to my back; how my coat will always be out at 


the elbows ; and how I never will get my breeches 
to ſtay up. I am thinking how I will be married 
to aſhrew of a wife, who will beat me every even- 
ing and morning, and ſometimes in the middle of- 
the day, and who will throw a chamber-pot at my 
head. I am thinking what a damn'd whore ſhe 
will be, and how my children will be moſt of them 
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hanged, and whipt through towns, and burnt in 
the hand. I am thinking of what execrable poems 
I will write; and how I will be thrown into priſon 
for debt; and how I will never get out again; and 
how nobody will pity me. I am thinking how 
hungry I'will be; and how little I will get to eat; 
and bow I'll long for a piece of roaſt- beef; and 
how they'll bring me a rotten turnip.” And I am 
thinking how I will take a conſumption, and waſte 
away inch by inch; and how I'll grow very fat and 
unwieldy, and won't be able to ſtir out of my 
chair. And I am thinking how I'll be roaſted by 
the Portugueſe inquiſition; and how I'll, be im- 
paled by the Turks; and how I'll be  caten by Can» 
nibals; wr how I'll be drowned on a voyage to the 
Eaſt-Indies ; and how I'll be robbed and murdered 
by a highwayman ; and how Ill loſe my ſenſes ; 
and how very mad I'll be; and how my body will 
de-thrown out to dogs to devour z and how I'll be 
banged, drawn, and quartered ; and how my friend 
Boſwell will negle& me; and how I'll be deſpiſed 
by the whole world ; and how I will meet with ten 
thouſand misfortunes worſe than the loſs of my 
Kittens, 


Thus have I, in a brief manner, related a few 
of the calamities which, in the preſent diſpoſition 
' I 
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of my mind, appear ſo dreadfal ; I could have en- 
larged the catalogue, but your heart is too ſuſcep- 
_ ble of pity, and I wil not ock you altogether, 
vou will doubtleſs remark the great inequality of 
our fortunes. In your Vaſt letter, you was the hy- 
pieſt man J was ever acquainted with; I wiſh it 
may laft, and that your ehildten may have as mach 
merit as you imagine; T only hope you wor!'t plan 
a matriage with arty of mine, their r 
oo: WIRE, n r eee ve 


«wha ſand me Derrick's verſifications, which 
though they are undoubtedly very bad, I ſhall 
be glad to ſee, as ſometimes people take a plea- 
fute in beholding a man hanged. And now, Boſ- 
well, I am going to end my letter, which be⸗ 
ing very mort, I know will pleaſe you, as you will 
think you have gained a compleat victory over the 
captain, ſeeing that you are ſeveral ſheets a-head of 
me; bat times may alter, and when I reſume my 
adventures, you will find * ſorely Wee ; 


beers! me, 


Yours ſincerely, 


AN pREwW ERSKINE. 
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T has been aid, ca. 

in poetry and proſe. Homer's proſe eflay on the 
gun-powder-plot, is reckoned by all critics inferior 
to the Iliad; and Warburton's rhyming ſatire on 
the methodiſts, is allowed by all to be ſuperior to 
his proſaical notes on Pope's works. Let it be 
mine to unite the excellencies both of proſe and 
verſe in my inimitable epiſtles. From this day, 
my proſe ſhall have a ſmack of verſe, and my verſe 
have a ſmack of proſe. I'll give you a ſpecimen 
of both—My M 
hy rg . by 
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The roll is butter'd, and the kettle boi d, 
Your honour's neweſt coat with greaſe is foil'd ; 
In your beſt breeches glares a mighty hole, 
Your waſh-ball and pomatum, Sir, are ſtole. 
Your taylor, Sir, muſt paymenthave, that's plain, 
He call'd to day, and faid he'd call again. 

I 2 
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There's proſaick poetry; now for poetick proſe— 
Univerſal genius is a wide and diffuſed ſtream that 
waters the country and makes. it agreeable ; tis 
true, it cannot receive ſhips of any burthen, there- 
ſore it is of no ſolid advantage, yet is it. very amu- 


ling. . Gondolas and painted barges float upon its 


ſurface, the country gentleman forms it into ponds, 
and it is ſpouted out of the mouths of various ſta- 


tues 3; it ſtrays. through the fineſt fields, and its 
banks ,nouriſh. the moſt blooming. flowers. Let 
me ſport with this ſtream of ſcience, wind along the 
vale, and glide through the trees, foam down the 
mountain, and ſparkle in the ſunny ray; but let 
me avoid the deep, nor loſe myſelf in the vaſt. pro- 
found, and grant that I may neyer be pent in the 


bottom of a dreary cave, ot be ſo unfartynate as to | 
ſtagnate in ſome unwholſame marſh. Limited ge- 
nius is a pump- well, very uſeful in all the common 
occurrences of life, the water drawn from it is of 
ſervice to the maids in waſhing their aprons z it 
boils beef, and it ſcours the ſtairs; it is poured 
into the  tea-kettles of the ladies, and into the 
nn of the 5 
54 

3 in the oe, and 
diſtinct manner, my ſentiments of genius, I pro- 
ceed to give you my opinion of the ancient and 
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modern writers; a ſubject, 'you muſt confeſs, very 
aptly and naturally introduced. I am going to be 
very ſerious, you will trace a reſemblance between 
me and Sir Wille Temple, ox 2 David 
een Eſq; ffi Us 


A modern writer Ain Govikint' Haag eim 
gleaning a few thoughts here and there, and bind- 
ing them together without order or regularity, that 

the variety may pleaſe; the ancients have reaped 
the full of the harveſt, and killed the nobleſt of the 
game: in vain do we beat about the once plen- 
teous fields, the dews are exhaled, no ſcent re- 
ie, How glorious was the fate of the early 
a in the infancy of letters; their taſk 


2 e thoughts mae ban to ſeek aft 


"thei, Ad to select out of a number, the molt 
ſhining, the moſt ſtriking, and the moſt ſuſceptible 
of ornament. The poet ſaw in his walks every 
danced with the gale, and his ſpirits ſhone. with 
but rapture and enthuſiaſm. | Love then ſpoke with 
its genuine voice, the breaſt was melted down with 
woe, the whole foul was diſſolved into pity with 
its tender complaints ; free from the conceits and 
quibbles which, ſince that time, have rendered the 


1 
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very name of it ridiculous ; real paſſion heaved the 
ſigh ; real paſſion uttered the moſt prevailing lan- 
guage. - Muſic to reigned in its full force ; that 
ſoft deluding art, whoſe pathetick trains ſo gently 
ſteal into our very ſouls, and involve us in the 
ſweeteſt confuſion ; or whoſe animating ſtrains fire 
us: Even to madneſs : how has the ſhore of Greece 
echoed with the wildeſt ſounds ; the delicious warb- 
lings of the Lyre charmed and aſtoniſhed every 
ear. The blaze of rhetorick then burſt forth; the 
ancients ſought not by falſe thoughts, and glitter- 
ing diction, to captivate the ear, but by manly and 
eee to rule the heart q 
ſway the * Y 


Theie, Bofrell, there are periods for 
not you imagine that you was reading th 
of Mr. Samuel Johnſon; or that Mr. J oma 
Sheridan himſelf was reſounding the praiſes of the 
ancients, and his own art? I ſhall now finiſh this 
letter without the leaſt blaze of rhetoric, and with 
no very manly or energetic mode nee 
nn 1-504 we 9 275 


Yours nech 


AxpREW ErsKine, 


* | 119.4 1 4 4 
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Anchinleck, June 1, 1762. 

. length, O Erſkine. Lady B. — and the 
Turkey-cock are ſung in ſtrains ſublime, 

I *. finiſhed an ode. | Receive i it with r reverence. 
It js one of the greateſt productions of the human 

mind. Juſt that ſort of compoſition which we 
form an awful and raviſhing conception” of, in 
thoſe divine moments, When the ſoul (. ule 4 
bold metaphor) is in full blow, and ſoaring fancy 
aches its utmoſt heights. Could it but be really 


crime, 'it could not enjoy one of the 
Ivileges of a Britiſh ſubject, to be tried 


5 that my ode is great. Mr.-James 
Bruce the gardener, my faithful counſellog and 
very excellent companion, declares it is quite to 
his mind. He ſtood by me while I took my por - 
trait of the cock, from a large one which, ſtruts 
upon the green, I ſhall be in Edinburgh in a 
few days; for which reaſon, I remain your * 
tionate friend, 


Janes Beil 
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0 d E | 
oO an EncGacrent zeTwae (| 
Fux Ricur Honoutantle Lapy B * , 
Ax a TURKEY-COCK. 


| | I. | 
| QueLL, ſwell, the mighty ſong, 
Let ſtrains exalted rend the trembling air; 
The great atchievments of the fair 
Deſerve poetic fire! | 
Such as ſublimely blaz'd around, 
When at the elevating ſound' 


Of lofty Pindar's lyre, at 8 
Aſtoniſn d ſtood th attentive Grecian dg. * 
| n 7 p 
IT. e I 5 


Ne'er ſaw fuch reſolution bold. 

The Amazonian train, 

Could they recall'd to life, but ſee, 

O dame] the valiant deeds of the, 
Would own their proweſs vain ; 

In vain were they as ſdon as born, 
Doom'd by their mothers fell, to mourn © 

The female comelineſe of breaſt, | 

By the knife's cruel edge oppreſt ; 


. 
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When Lady B can deride, 
Their feeble far inferior power, 
In horrid conflicts trying hour, 
And yet retain her boſom's ſnowy pride. 
"YU; Weins Xe. 
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See the imperious Turkey-Cockc 
Of ſize like Ardven's rock N 
mn him in n rage ness. * 8 
| "France! v4 
Looking with Ee ge 
His varied feathers ruMfling all re 
While ſcarlet ire his head and neck does Rain. 
As on he comes with hideous ruth ; 
His cheſt ſends forth a ſounding hum : 
As from the hollow womb of unbrac d drum: 
Or, like the twang of ſmoaking cord 
Fix'd ele bow. of he, 2 
Or chieftain much aer in bloody battle 
en Mn: n ne 
| Dan r * at 
Her handſome Ladyſhip is en. 
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In rich blue ſattin robe 01 
The colour that can never fade: 
Not lovelier could Malvina ſeem, 
When in her hunting veſtment cloath'd with grace, 
By Lora's ſweetly-murmuring ſtream, — | / 
She wander'd eager for the ſportive chace: 
In her ſmooth alabaſter hand 
She graſps an oaken wand; 
And now approach thou furious vaunting bird 4 


Thro? all the circling air * W hard, 


V. 

The youthful family in haſte 

Io all the windows fly; © 

While Andrew bleſt with genius and with tafte, 

| Shoots glances wild from either eye. 
Juſt ſo, in Rome's Auguſtan age, 

(If truth reſides in the hiſtoric page) 
At the Circenſian games, 
| The glittering crowds of knights and peerleſs 

dames 
The gladiators faw  * 
The direful terror-gleaming blade 
Againſt Hyrcanian tygers draw, 
Nor of the foreſt's ſouerien ought afraid. 
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| VI... 
Behold the admirable ſight! 
A whine baiCooy Tally pe, 474 
With his tremendous ſpury, | 
hs of be boa tut] he benkfiren em 
The Lady to annoy; z: 
But ſhe endued with Hector's heart of ſieel, 
Warm'd glory's fulleſt power to feel, — 
With her uplifted rod | 
To the indignant foaming foe, _ | 
Hard as ha thomher of mount ie god | 
Deals a reſiſtleſs blow. f 
And like a puny ſniveling boy, 4 
The lumpiſh monſter ſhaking ſcreaming flies. 


VIL 

Let ſongs of triumph ring, 
And on the weſtern breeze's fluttering wing, 
Let the exulting ſhouts be borne 
Far as the hills of Lorn 

The ſacred trump of fame, 

Whoſe ſound the ſons of men adore, 

Shall ever and anon proclaim 
To ev'ry diſtant ſhore, 
While the great globe does laſt, 
My Lady Bs ſtrength and enterprizes vaſt ! 


ae.” — Jac, _ 


i4 LETTER XXX. 


| VIII. 
Upon her natal day, | 
Let amorous Boſwell tune the feſtive lay ; 
Let him be plac'd beſide her at the board, 
Round which the generous ſons of Kelly ſit, 
Who with the daughters fair, afford . 
Senſe, beauty, muſic, wit! 
And while he drinks the ſparkling wine, 
Brought from the fruitful banks of Rhine, 
Apollo bleſs him with ideas bright, 
His fancy, O ye muſes ! ſweet employ, 
That all refign'd to elegant delight, 
His honeſt ſoul may taſte celeſtial joy! 
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| | New-Tarbat, jou $» 1762. 
Dear Bos wl, 

HE firſt idea of our correſpondence” was 

not yours; for, many -months before you 
addreſſed me, I wrote you the following letter 
at Fort George, where you may remember our 
acquaintance. commenced. You'll' obſerve that 
ſome of the ſtanzas are parodies 'on Gray's Elegy 
in a Church-yard, I uſe the liberty to mark them. 
I ſtood too much in awe of you, to ſend it when 
it was written, and I am too much at my eaſe 
now, to be with-held any longer from preſenting 
you with it. | 


LI am, Sir, | 
With the greateſt reſpedt and eſteem, 
Your moſt obedient, 
and moſt humble ſervant, 


AnDpREW ERSKINE, 
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172 ne 2 
To JAuzs 1 Eſq; 


| Fer Geng May 28, 1781. 


An H what a dreary ſpot of earth is this ! 
How lowly ſad each ling ring moment flies; 


Here fancy never forms a ſcene of bliſs, 
But funk i in ſudden night each Proſpect die! 


F ee, 3 


bye ſeen a pun jult burſting from the mouth, 
Abaſh' d return within the head again; 

And oft I've ſeen give place to heavy truth, 
The warm lie ſtarting from the fertile brain. 


' Oft as we ſullen walk the long parade, 


Wo re all immers'd in ſilence moſt profound; 
All ſeem involy'd in dulneſs gloomy ſhade, 
Save where th' indecent tale goes laughing round, 


Are theſe the youths that in Edina's town, 
From tavern till to tavern reſtleſs rov'd, 

All day employ'd in gulping claret down, 
Or toying with the harlot that they lov'd ? 
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For them no more the tavern-bells ſhall ring, 
© Or buſy waiters ply their evening care; 

For them no courtezans ſhall ſweetly ſing, | 
Wm Lang 


Perhaps within this ulelchs fort telided 
Some hero blazing wild with martial fire : 
« Perhaps each day around theſe ramparts rides, 
© He who might make the fear-ſtruck Gaul retire. 


« Some glorious Fred'rick that with glowing breaſt? 


© Would have Germania's mighty force withſtood | 
Some gallant Wolfe may here ſupinely reſt, 
Some Murray guiltleſs ſtill of Indian blood. 


© Th' applauſe of ſhouting armies to command, 

© The threats of pain and famine to deſpiſe, 
e Ie 

Their lot forbids, in peace our Wariors riſe 


© Haply of 6 
Oft have I ſeen him at the peep of morn, 

© Bruſhing from ſoldiers coats the duſt away, 
And ſmiling on the raw recruits in ſcorn. 


— — 2 
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6 Then near the edge of yonder thund'ri ring beach, 
© Whence darts the wild fantaſtic ſpray ſo high, 
© His mighty voice at noon-tide would he ſtretch, 
6 Too re worſe than the militia would he cry. y 


His piercing eye each modern fault explor'd, 
Much of the ancient phalanx would he ſpeak, 

Of heroes nobly falling by the ſword, a 
Long tales he told, all borrow d from the Greek. 


Tis May, the poet 5 — yet all around 
The ſavage climate wears a face of woe; . , 
No verdure runs along the ſtubborn ground, 
The diſtant hills ſtill glitt'ring all with ſnow. = 
A Nau | | -76, 


Ah! where is fled the genial balmy breeze 
That tepid warms th*enchanting ſummer ſcenes! 
For lol no wanton leaves have green'd the trees; 
Still ſwells the winter flood along the glens. 


Yet oft the weſt wind wakes the purple morn 
With breathing ſoftneſs ;—ſpon the ſkies o'ercaſt; 
While thro” the air all darken'd and forlorn, 
Howls the damn'd fiend that rides the eaſtern blaſt. 
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Dæmon accurſt, that never knows to blow 
The flow'rs which bluſh along the vales of ſpring, 
That never knows th' enliv'ning ſolar glow, 
Which lures the nations forth, that float on 


Amway | thy influence damps each riſing thought, 
And heavy head-achs on thy ſteps attend 

To ſeek relief from thee theſe lines I've wrote, 
Tell me when thy oppreſſive power will end 


How am I chang'd ! of late the wanton chuſe, 
Was wont to riot in poetic mirth ; 

While now I yawning ſleep upon the news, 
Or give to ſullen elegies a birth. 


But hark ! methinks the drum for Dinner beats, 
To ſtomach keenly-edg'd a welcome ſign; 

For none on earth our well-bred table waits, 
Brief let me be, or elſe I do not dine, 


No fades the mighty roaft upon the ſight, 
© Thro' all the room a humdrum ſtillneſs reigns 3 
Vet ſome lament the pudding's ſpeedy flight, 
* And one that all the ſoup is done complains. 
K 
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Farewel, my friend, for lo ! I ſwiftly run | 
Where Highland beef invites, and ſauces ſteam. 
Ah! much I fear that ev'ry diſh is done | 
Vet fill methinks I'll get ſome tart and cream. 


61 AxpREW ERSKINxE. 
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LET T E'R XXXUI. 
Anchinleck, June g, 1762. 
Dear Exsxane, | EYES HI 


flowers, and the orchards with bloſſoms, one would 
think it almoſt impoſſible to be unbappy z yet ſuch 
is my hard fate at preſent, that inftead of reliſhing 
the beautiful appearance of nature, inſtead of par- 
ticipating the. univerſal joy, I rather look upon it 


with averſion, as it exhibits a ſtrong contraſt to the 


cloudy darkneſs of my mind, and ſo gives me a 


more diſmal view of my own fituation. Fancy, 
capricious fancy will allow me to fee nothing but 


ſhade. How ſtrange is it to think, that I who 
lately abounded in bliſs, ſhould now be the flave of 
black melancholy ! How unaccountable does it ap- 
pear to the reaſoning mind, that this charige ſhould 


be produced without any viſible cauſe, However, - 
ſince I have been ſeized with the pale cell of thaughty 


K 2 | 


every thing is chearful and gay, when the 
groves are all rich with leaves, the gardens with 
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T know not how, I comfort myſelf, that I ſhall 
get free of it as whimſically, You muſt excuſe 
this piece of ſerious ſententiouſneſs ; for it has re- 
lieved me j and you may look upon it as much the 
ſame with coughing before one begins to ſing, or 
deliver any thing in public, in order that the voice 
may be as clear as poſſible. | 


The death of your kittens, my dear Erſkine |! 
affected me very much. I could wiſh that you 
would form it into a tragedy, as the ſtory is ex- 
tremely pathetic, and could not fail greatly to in- 
tereſt the tender paſſions. If you have any doubts 
as to the propriety of their being three in number, 
I beg it of you to reflect, that the immortal Shake- 
ſpeare has introduced three daughters into his tra- 
gedy of King Lear, which has often drawn tears 
from the eyes of multitudes. The fame author 
has likewiſe begun his tragedy of Macbeth with 
three witches; and Mr. Alexander Donaldſon has 
reſolved, that his collection of original poems by 
Scotch gentlemen, ſhall conſiſt of three n | 
and no more. 


I don't know, indeed, but your affecting tale 
might better ſuit the intention of an opera, eſpe- 
cially when we conſider the muſical genius of the 
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feline race: were a ſufficient number of theſe ani- 


mals put under the tuition of proper maſters, no 
body can tell what an aſtoniſhing chorus might be 
produced. If this propoſal ſhall be embraced, I 
make no doubt of its being the wonder of all Eu- 


rope, and I remain, 


Yours, as uſual, l 


2 | Janus BoswzII. 


f3 


| Mewes 
New-Tarbat, June 14, 1762. 


A ND are you gloomy ! oh James Boſwell ! 
- has your: flow of ſpirits evaporated, and left 
nothing but the black dregs of melancholy behind ? 
has the ſmile of chearfulneſs left your counte- 
nance? and is the laugh of gaiety no more ?. oh 
woeful condition! oh wretched friend! but in this 
ſituation ybu are dear to me; for lately my diſpo- 
ſition was exactly ſimilar to yours. No converſa- 
tion pleaſed me; no books could fix my attention; 
I could write no letters, and I deſpiſed my own 
poems. Tell me how you was affected ; could 
you ſpeak any ? could you fix your thoughts upon 


any thing but the dreary way you was in? and 


would not the ſight of me have made you very mi- 
ſerable ? I have lately had the epidemical diſtem- 
per ; I don't mean poverty, but that cold which 
they call the influenza, and which made its firſt ap- 
pearance in London ; whether it came to Scotland 
in the waggon, or travelled with a companion in 


a poſt-chaiſe, is quite uncertain, - 
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Derrick's verſifications are infamouſly bad; what 
think you of the Reviewers commending ſuch an 


execrable performance? I have a fancy to write 


an ironical criticiſm upon it, and praiſe all the 
worſt lines, which you ſhall ſend to Derrick, as 
the real ſentiments of a gentleman of your acquain- 
tance on reading his work. For want of ſome- 
thing elſe to entertain you, I begin my criticiſm 
immediately.—To verſtfy poetical proſe has been 
found a very difficult taſk. Dr. Young and” Mr. 
Langhorne, in their paraphraſes upon the Bible, 


{which Lord Bolingbroke tells us, is an excellent 


book) have ſucceeded but indifferently : I thete- 
fore took up Mr. Samuel Derrick's verſifications 
from Fingal, with little expectation of being en- 
tertained ; but let no man judge of a book till at 
leaſt he reads the title page; for lo! Mr. Samuel 
Derrick has adorned his with a very apt and un- 
common quotation, from à good old poet kalled 
Virgil. I am much pleaſed with the candour, fo 
coonſpicuous in the ſhort advertiſement to the pub- 
lic, in which Mr. Derrick ſeems very willing to 
run ſmacks in reputation with Mr. MacPherſon, 
which Will greatly rejoice that gentleman, who 
can't juſtly boaſt of ſo extenſive a fame as Mr. Sa- 
muel Derrick. The dedication is very elegant, 
though, I am apt to think, the author has neither 
K 4 | 
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praiſed Lord Pomfret nor himſelf enough; two 
worthy people, who, in my opinion, deſerve it. 
But at laſt, we come to the poems themſelves; and 
here I might indulge myſelf in warm and indiſcri- 
minate applauſe ; but let it be my ambition to/ 
trace Mr. Derrick ſtep by ſtep through his wonder- 
ful work ; let me pry both into the kitchen and din- 
ing-room of his genius, to uſe the compariſon of 
the great Mr. Boyle. The firſt lines, or the ex- 
ordium of the battle of Lora, are calmly ſublime, 
and refined with ſimplicity. In the eighth line, our 
author gives the epithet of poſting to the wind, 
which is very beautiful : however, to make it na- 
tural, it ought to be applied, in poetical juſtice, to 
that wind which wafts a packet-boat. I had almoſt 
forgot, the ſixth line ſays, the voice of ſongs, a 
tuneful voice I hear. Now, I ſhould be glad to 
know, whether theſe ſame ſongs be a man or a 
woman. Lines 23 and 34. 


In ſecret round they glanc'd their kindled eyes, 
Their indignation ſpoke in burſting ſighs, 


It ſeems to me improbable, that a pair of kind» 
led eyes could glance in ſecret; and I cannot 
think that ſighs are the language of indignation. 
Lines 57, 58, 59. = 
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So on the ſettled ſea blue miſts ariſe, 

In yapory volumes darkening to the ſkies, 
They glitter in the fun, 


Theſe miſts that glitter, and are dark at the ſame 
time, are very extraordinary, andthe contraſt is love- 
ly and new. Line 67th begins—His poſt is terror, 
his is a poſt, that, I believe, none of our mem- 
buy e eee eee N 176, 

dt ha * 

Never a ſwifter race devour d the plain. 720! 


e eee Lats Maa 2 
am I no critic ; however, its lucky for the landed 
intereſt, that the breed of thoſe horſes is loſt ; they 


might do very well, I confeſs, in the Highlands of 


Scotland; but a dezen of them turned looſe near 
Saliſbury, would be inconceiveably hurtful, I'mtired 
of this ſtuff; if you think it worth the while you 
may end it, and fend it to Derrick; but let your 
part be better than mine, or it won't do. Grief, 
heartily at that line, | 


In this letter I have beſtowed my dulnels freely” 
upon you ; you haye bad my wit, and you muſt take 
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my ſtupidity into the bargain ;_ as when we go to 
the market, we purchaſe bones as well as beef ; and 
when we marry an heireſs, we are obliged to take 
the woman as well as the money; and when we 
buy Donaldſon's collection, we pay as dear for the 
poems of Mr, Lauchlan MacPherſon, as we do 
for thoſe written by the incomparable Captain 


* 


Vou are in Edinburgh, 1 imagine, by this time, 
if the information. of Mr, Alexander Donaldſon 
may be depended upon, I ſhall be in town one 
night ſoon on my way to Kelly, for the H 8 
of D-— threaten an invaſion upon en 
abode. Farewell, 


ours ſincerely, 


AxpREW ERSKINE, 


5 


£ 
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OU have upon many occaſions made rather 
too free with my perſon, upon which I have 
ofien told you that I principally value myſelf. I 
feel a ſtrong inclination to retaliate. I have great 
opportunity, and I will not reſiſt it. Your figure, 
Erfkine, is amazingly uncouth. The length of yout 
body bears no manner of proportion to its breadth; 
and far leſs does its breadth bear to its length. If 
we conſider you one way, you are the talleſt, and 
if we conſider you another way, you are the thickeſt 
man alive. The crookedneſs of your back is ter- 
rible; but it is nothing in compariſon of the fright- 
ful diſtortions of your countenance. What mon- 
ſters have you been the cauſe of bringing into the 
world ! not only the wives of ſerjeants and corpo- 
rals of the 71ſt regiment, but the unhappy, women 
in every town where you was quartered, by look- 
ing at you, have conceived in horror. Natural de- 
fets ſhould be ſpared; but I muſt not omit the 


large holes in your ears, and the deep marks of the 
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iron on your hands. I hope you will allow theſe 
to be artificial, Nature nails no man's ears to the 
pillory. Nature burns no man in the hakd. As I 
have a very ſincere friendſhip for you, I cannot 
help giving you my beſt advice with regard to your 
future ſchemes of life. I would beſeech you to lay 
aſide all your chimerical projects, which have made 
you ſo abſurd. You know very well, when you 
went upon the ſtage at Kingſton in Jamaica, how 
ſhamefully you expoſed yourſelf, and what diſgrace 
and vexation you brought upon all your friends. 
You muſt remember what ſort of treatment you 
met with, when you went and offered yourſelf to 
be one of the fathers of the inquiſition at Macerata, 
in the room of Mr. Archibald Bower ; a projet 
which could enter into the head of no man who 
was not utterly deſtitute of common ſenſe, 1 


Vou tell me, that your intention at preſent is, 
to take orders in the church of England ; and you 
hope I will approve of your plan: but I muſt tell 
you honeſtly, that this is a moſt ridiculous hair. 
brained conceit. Before you can be qualified for 
the ſmalleſt living, you muſt ſtudy nine years at 
Oxford ; you muſt eat at a moderate computation, 
threeſcore of fat beeves, and upwards of two hun- 
dred ſheep; you muſt conſume a thouſand ſtone of 
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bread, and ſwallow ninety hogſheads of porter, 
You flatter yourſelf with being highly promoted, 
becauſe you are an Earl's brother, and à man of 
genius. But, my dear friend, I beg it of you to 
cenſider, how little theſe advantages have already 
availed you, "The army was as good a ſcene for 
you to riſe in as the church can be; and yet you 
are ou a lieutenant in a ” young regiment. 


1 ſeriouſly th ink, that your molt tational "A 
ſhould be, to turn ina-keeper upon ſome of the 
great roads : you might have an elegant ſign paint- 
ed of Apollo and the Muſes, and entertainment 
for men and - horſes, by TER HonouraBLEs An- 
DREW ERSKINE, would be ſomething very unu- 
ſual, and could not fail to bring numbers of people 
to your houſe. You would by this means have a 
life of moſt pleaſing indolence, and would never 
want a variety of company, as you would con- 
ſtantly dine and ſup with your gueſts, Men of fa« 
ſhion would be glad to receive you as their equal ; 
and men of no faſhion would be proud to fit at table 
with one who had any pretenſions to nobility. I 
hope the honeſt concern which I ſhew for your 
real welfare, will convince you how much I am, | 

My dear Sir, 
Tour moſt affectionate friend, 
Jus BosweLt.” 
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| Kelly, July 5, 7762. 
| Dear BosweLL, arr An 
ANIT V has, in all former ages, been rec · 
a koned the characteriſtic of poets; in our 
time, I think they are more particularly diftin- 
guiſhed by modeſty : I have carefully peruſed their 
works, and [ have never once found them throw- 
ing out either thought, ſentiment, or reflection of 
their own; convincing proof of their humility : 
they ſeem all to allow that the ancients, and ſome 
few. of the earlier moderns, were much better wri- 
ters than themſelves; therefore they beg, borrow, 
and ſteal from them, without the ſmalleſt mercy - 
or heſitation. In ſome things, however, they are 
quite original; their margins and prices are larger 
than any ever known before; and they advertiſe 


their pieces much oftener in the news-papers than 
any of their predeceſſors. You compliment me 


highly on my elegies, and tell me that I have even 
darcd to be original now and then ; and you aſk me 
very ſeriouſly, how I come to be ſo well acquainted 
with the tender paſſion of fove.—Ah, Sir, how de- 
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ceitful are appearances! under a forbidding aſpect 


and uncouth form, I conceal the ſaul of an Oroons 
dates, a ſoul that thrills with the moſt ſenſible emo» 


tions at the ſight of beauty. Love eaſily finds ac- 


choly ; we foſter the pleaſing deluſion, it grows up. 
with our frame, and becomes a part of our being ; 


long have I laboured under the influence of that - 


paſſion ; long vented my grief in unavailing ſighs. 
Beſides, yqur thin meagre man is always the moſt 
violent lover: a thouſand deluſions enter his paper- 


ſcull, which the man of guts never dreams of. In 


vain does Cupid fhoot his arrows at the plump ex- 
iſtence, who is intrenched in a ſolid wall of fat: 
they are buried like ſhrimps in melted butter; as 
eggs are preſerved by mutton-tallow, from rotten- 
neſs and putrefaction, ſo he, by his greaſe, is pre- 
ſerved from love. Pleaſed with his pipe, he ſits 
and ſmoaks in his elbow-chair ; totally unknown 
to him is the ardent paſſion that actuates the ſenti- 
mental ſoul : alas] unhappy man! he never in- 
dulged in the pleaſing reverie which inſpires the 
ſpindle-ſhanked lover, as he ſtrays through nodding 
foreſt by gliding ſtream ; if he marries, he chuſes 
a companion fat as himſelf ; they lie together, and 
moſt muſical is their ſnore; they melt like two 
pounds of butter in one plate in a ſun-ſhiny-day. 


* Al. 
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Pray, Boſwell, remember me kindly to honeſt 
Johnſton. Let me know if his trees are growing 
well, at his paternal eftate of Grange; if he is as 
fond of Melvil's memoirs as he uſed to be; and if 
he continues to ſtretch himſelf in the ſun upon the 
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Kelly, July 6, 1767. 
Dear BoswzII, | 
OTHING happened during my journey ; 
I arrived in Aberdeen on Thurſday laſt ; the 
town is really neater, cleaner, and better than you 
would imagine; but the country around is diſmal ; 
long gloomy moors, and the extended ocean, are the 
only proſpects that preſent themſelves ; the whole 
region ſeems as if made in direct oppoſition to de- 
ſcriptive poetry. You meet here with none of the 
lengthened meads, ſunny vales, and daſhing ſtreams, 
that brighten in the raptured poet's eye ; however, 
as I believe you have been here, I ſhall trouble 
you with no farther deſcriptions. 


Never was parting more tender than that of mine 
with George Robertſon the poſtilion, and the Kelly 


chaiſe at Dundee water- ſide; we formed as dolo- 


rous a trio as then exiſted upon the face of this 
valley of tears. Oh George! O Erſkine! were 
the cries that echoed acroſs the' waves, and along 
the mountains. 


L 


| 
| 
| 


— 
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Tears trickled down the rugged boatman's face, 
An unpaid freight he thought no harder eaſe ; 
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The ſeals no longer ſported in the ſea, 
While ev'ry bell rung mournful in Dundee, 


Huge ploughmen wept, and ſtranger ſtill, tis ſaid, 


So ſtrong is tympathy, that aſſes bray d. 


 Farewel lovely George, I roared out, and oh | if 


you ſhould happen to be dry, for ſuch is the na- 
ture of ſorrow ; take this ſhilling, and ſpend it in 


the ſugared ale, or the wind-expelling dram : with 
ſweet reluctance he put forth his milk-white hand, 


cold with clammy ſweat, and with a faultering 


voice, feebly thanked me. Oh! I ſhall never fore 


get my emotions when he drove from me, and the 
chaiſe leſſened in my view; now it whirled ſublime 


along the mountains edge ; now, I ſcarcely ſaw the 
head of George nodding in the vale. Thus, on 
the ſummit of a craggy cliff, which high over- 


looks the reſounding Waves, Jean, Suſan, or Nell, 


ſees in a boat her lovely ſailor „ who has been torn 


from her arms by a cruel 3 now it 
climbs the higheſt ſeas ; now jt is buried between 


two billows, and vaniſhes from her ſight. Weep 


not, ſweet maid, he ſhall return loaded with ho- 
nours; a gold watch ſhall grace each fob, a pair 


* 
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of ſilver buckles ſhall ſhine reſplendent upon his 
ſhoes, and a ſilk handkerchief ſhall be tied around 


ſom. 


When the chaiſe was totally loſt, and my breaſt 
was diſtracted with a thouſand different paſſions ; 
all of a ſudden I broke out into the following ſoli- 


Joquy.—Surely, ſurely mortal man is a chaiſe; now 


trailing through the heavy ſand of indolence, anon 
jolted to death upon the rough road of diſcontent; 


| and ſhortly after ſunk in the deep rut of low ſpi- 


rits ; now galloping on the poſt-road of expecta- 


tion, and immediately after, trotting on the ſtony 


one of diſappointment ; but the days of our driving 


| ſoon ceaſe, our ſhafts break, our . rots, and 


ded) a hole. 
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LOAINEIOAL & 6 M 033 
We) ov! vim columit wy feng; imnhoasm 
© Dear Bow II, | NY 


- InaginzD, that by ceaſing 1 to write to, you 

for ſome time, I ſhould be able to lay up a 
fiock:of, materials, enough to aſtoniſh you, and 
that, like a river damm'd up, when let. looſe, I 
ſhould, low on with unuſual rapidity ; or like a 
man, ho bas not beat bis wife for a fortnight, 1 
ſhould cudgel you with my wit for hours toge= 
ther z but I find the contrary of all this is the caſe ; 
I reſemble a perſon long abſent from his native 
country, of which he has formed a thouſand en- 
dearing ideas, and to which he at laſt returns; but 
alas! he beholds with ſorrowful eyes, every thing 
changed for the worſe ; the town where he was 
born, which uſed to have two ſnows and three 
Noops. trading to all parts of the known world, is 
nat now maſter of two fiſhing-boats ; the ſteeple 
of the church, where he uſed to ſleep in his youth, 
is rent with lightning ; and the girl on whom he 
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had placed his early affections, has had three baſ- 
tard children, and is juſt going to be delivered of 
a fourth; or I reſemble a man who has had a fine 
waiſtcoat lying long in the very bottom of a cheſts 
which he is determined ſhall be put on at the 
hunter's ball ; but woes me, the lace is tarniſhed, 
and the moths have devoured it in a melancholy 
manner; theſe few ſimilies may ſerve to ſhew, 
that this letter has little chance of being a_good 
one ; yet they don't make the affair certain. Prince 
Ferdinand beat the French at Minden; —_— 
in his lectures, ſometimes fpoke ſenſe; and 
Home wrote one good play. 1 have tead Lord 
Kames's Elements, and agree very heartily with 
the opinion of the Critical Reviewers j however, 
I could often have wiſhed, that his Lordſhip had 
been leſs obſcure, or that I had had more pene“ 
tration ; he praiſes the Mourning Bride” exceſs 
firely, which, nevertheleſs, I can't help thinking 
a very indifferent play; the plot wild and impro« 
bable, and the language infinitely too high and 
ſwelling. It is curious to ſee the opinions of the 
Reviewers concerning you and me ; they take yo 

for a poor diſtreſſed gentleman, writing for bread,” 
and me for a very impudent Iriſhman; whereas 
you are heir to ITT, of vn n 
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ww LETTER XXXVINM. 
of the moſt baſhful Scotſmen that ever appeared: 


J confeſs, indeed, my baſhfulneſs does not appear 
in my works, for them I print in the moſt impu- 
dent manner ; being exceeded in that * 
no body but James Boſwell, Eſq; 


» 4 


Yours, &c. 


1 Anvarw ERSKINE. 


* 2 RES" 


LETTER XXXIX. 


| | Kames, — 1762. 
Dear Exskixx, 


Te my own name, and in the name of- Lord 
Kames, I deſire to ſee you here immediately: 
I have been reading the Elements of Criticiſm. 
You and the Reviewers have pronounced enough 
of ſerious panegyric on that book. In my opinion, 
it has the good properties of all the four Elements. 
It has the ſolidity of earth, the pureneſs of air, the 
glow of fire, and the clearneſs of water. The lan- 
guage is excellent, and ſometimes riſes to ſo noble 
a pitch, that I exclaim in imitation of Zanga in 
the Revenge. | 


I like this roaring of the Elements: 


If this does not bring you, nothing will; and 
fo Sir, I continue, 


"Yours as uſual, 


James Boswrr. 
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. apo- 
logy ſhall I make? the truth is, I really 
chuld not write my ſpirits have been depreſſed ſo: 
ntacecuntably . I have had whole mountains of. 
lead preſing me down + you would have thought 
thut five'Dutchmen had been riding on my back, 
ever ſince E ſaw/ you; or that I had been covered 

wich ten thouſand folios of controverſial diviaity; 
you Would Have imagined" that I was cfamm'd in 
the moſt denſe part of a plumb-puddinp, or ſteeped . 
in a hogſhead of thick Engliſh port. Heavens 
is it poſſible, that a man of ſome fame for joking, 
poſſeſſed of no unlaughable talent in punning, and 
endued with no contemptible degree of livelineſa 
in letter- Writing, ſhould all of a ſudden have be- 
come more impenetrably ſtupid than a Hottentot 
legiſtator, or a moderator of the general aſſembly 
of the kirk of Scotland. By that ſmile which en- 

| Iivens your black countenance, like a farthing 

; candle in a dark cellar, I perceive I am pardoned; 
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indeed I expected no leſs; for, I believe, if a ſword 
was to run you through the body, or a rope was 
to hang you, you would forget and forgive : you 
are at Kames juſt now, very happy, I ſuppoſe ; 
your letter ſeems to come from a man in excellent 
ſpirits ; I am very unequal at preſent to the taſk of 
writing an anſwer to it, but I was reſolved to de- 
lay no longer, leſt you ſhould —— 
you wilfully ; a thought, I'm ſure, you peyer th: 
have occaſion to entertain of me, though the miſt 
of dulneſs ſhould; far ever obſewre and envelope my 
to Kames, yet I am ſufficiently thankful ſor the in · 
vitation my Jowneſs; would have a very bad effect 
in a chearful ſoœiety ; it would be like a dead march 
in the midſt of a hornpipe, or a mournful elegy in 
a collection of epigrams. 1s W347 rab Hom 205: 
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N LETTER XII. 


e Nov. 1 0; * 


unc 7101 
n wei 


A LL I have now to Wee you, 
that T hall ſet out for London on Monday 


next, and to beg that you may not leave Edin- 


burgh before that cine. 


V letters have often been carried to you over 


riſing 1 mountains and rolling ſeas, This purſues a 


4 ſimpler tract, and under the tuition of a cadie, 


is tranſmitted ſrom the Parliament-Cloſe to the 


Cannongate. Thus it is with human affairs all js 


Run, all is n Believe me, 


Yours, &c. 


Jams BoswzLL. 
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LETTER, XE. 


| | Landon, mes ner | 
ber kannn. 1 
HAT wit of a leter ſhall I now wiite to 
you? Shall I cram it from top to bottom 
vit tables of compound intereſt? with. anecdotes 
of Queen Anne's wars ?. with 'excerpts from Ro- 
bertſon's hiſtory ? ar with. wade = 
from Olaus Wormius ? = 


To 6 twenty hour agrecably t 

my favourite plan. I think at preſent, that the 
mere contemplation of this amazing buſtle of en- 
iſtence, is enough to make my four and twenty go 
merrily round. I went laſt night to Covent-Gars 
den ; and ſaw Woodward play Captain Bobadil : he 
js © very Bead wink i Lerne Zhan » 
I was too late for getting into Drury-Lane, where 
Garrick played King Lear. That inimitable ator 
is in as full glory as ever; like genuine wine, he 
improves by age, and poſſeſſes the ſteady and con- 
tinued admiration even of the inconſtant Engliſh. 


I don't know what to ſay to you about myſelf: 
if I can get into the guards, it will pleaſe me much; 


if not, I can't help it. Perhaps you may hear 
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LETTER XL. 

of my turning Templar, and perhaps ranger of 
ſome of his Majeſty's parks. It is not impoſſible 
but I may catch a little true poetic inſpiration, 
and have my works ſplendidly printed at Straw- 


nourable Horace Walpole. You and I Erſkine 
are, to be fure, ſomewhat vain. We have ſome 
reaſon too. The Reviewers gave great applauſe to 
your Odes to Indolence and impudence ; and they 
called my poems * agreeable light pieces,” which 


was the very character I wiſhed for. Had they ſaid 


lefs, I ſhould not have been ſatisfied; and had 
they ſaid more, I ſhould have thought it a 'bur- 
leſque. | | 


What a fine animated proſpect of life now ſpreads 


before me ! Be aſſured, that my genius will be 
highly improved, and pleaſe yourſelf with the hopes 
of receiving letters ſtill more entertaining. I ever 
am, | 


MVS EV CY James Boswsll, 
BRIIAN 
IAA 
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